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to ny wife Jane, with a |lot of thanks.
ONE

NATHAN RUBI N DI ED BECAUSE HE GOT BRAVE. NOT THE SUSTAI NED ki nd of
thing which wins you a nedal in a war, but the split-second kind of
blurting outrage which gets you killed on the street.

He left home early, as he always did, six days a week, fifty weeks a
year. A cautious breakfast, appropriate to a short, round man aining
to stay in shape through his forties. A long walk down the carpeted
corridors of a | akesi de house, appropriate to a man who earned a

t housand dol Il ars on each of those three hundred days he worked. A
thunb on the button of the garage door-opener and a tw st of the wi st
to start the silent engine of his expensive, inported sedan. A CDinto
the player, a backward sweep into his gravel driveway, a dab on the
brake, a snick of the selector, a nudge on the gas, and the |last short
drive of his life was under way. Six forty-nine in the norning,
Monday.

The only light on his route to work was green, which was the proxi nate

cause of his death. It meant that as he pulled into his secluded sl ot
behi nd his professional building the prelude ahead of Bach's B mi nor
fugue still had thirty-eight seconds left to run. He sat and heard it

out until the last organ blast echoed to silence, which nmeant that as
he got out of his car the three nen were near enough for himto
interpret some kind of intention in their approach. So he glanced at
them They | ooked away and altered course, three men in step, |ike
dancers or soldiers. He turned toward his building. Started walking.
But then he stopped. And |ooked back. The three men were at his car
Trying the doors.

"Hey!" he call ed.

It was the short universal sound of surprise, anger, challenge. The
sort of instinctive sound an earnest, naive citizen nakes when
somet hi ng shoul d not be happening. The sort of instinctive sound which
gets an earnest, naive citizen killed. He found hinself heading
straight back to his car. He was outnunbered three to one but he was
in the right, which swelled himup and gave hi m confidence. He strode
back and felt outraged and fit and commuandi ng.

But those were illusory feelings. A soft, suburban guy l|ike himwas
never going to be in command of a situation like that. His fitness was
just health-club tone. 1t counted for nothing. H's tight abdom nals

ruptured under the first savage blow His face jerked forward and down
and hard knuckl es pul ped his Iips and snmashed his teeth. He was caught
by rough hands and knotted arns and held upright |ike he weighed
nothing at all. H s keys were snatched fromhis grasp and he was hit a
crashing blow on the ear. H s nouth filled with blood. He was dropped
onto the blacktop and heavy boots smashed into his back. Then his gut.
Then his head. He blacked out like a television set in a thunderstorm
The worl d just disappeared in front of him It collapsed into a thin
hot line and sputtered away to not hi ng.



So he died, because for a split-second he got brave. But not then. He
died much later, after the split-second of bravery had faded into | ong
hours of wetched gasping fear, and after the | ong hours of fear had
expl oded into long m nutes of insane scream ng panic.

Jack Reacher stayed alive, because he got cautious. He got cautious
because he heard an echo fromhis past. He had a |lot of past, and the
echo was fromthe worst part of it.

He had served thirteen years in the arny, and the only tine he was
wounded it wasn't with a bullet. It was with a fragment of a Marine
sergeant's jawbone. Reacher had been stationed in Beirut, in the US
conpound out by the airport. The conpound was truck-bonbed. Reacher
was standing at the gate. The Marine in sergeant was standing a
hundred yards nearer the explosion. The jawbone fragnent was the only
piece left of the guy. It hit Reacher a hundred yards away and went
tumbling through his gut like a bullet. The arny surgeon who patched
Reacher up told himafterward he was lucky. He told hima real bullet
in the gut would have felt much worse. That was the echo Reacher was
hearing. And he was paying a whole lot of attention to it, because
thirteen years later he was standing there with a handgun pointing
straight at his stomach. From a range of about an inch and a half.

The handgun was a nine-mllineter automatic. It was brand new. It was
oiled. It was held low, lined up right on his old scar. The guy
holding it | ooked nore or |less |like he knew what he was doing. The

saf ety mechani smwas rel eased. There was no visible trenor in the
muzzle. No tension. The trigger finger was ready to go to work.
Reacher could see that. He was concentrating hard on that trigger
finger.

He was standing next to a woman. He was hol ding her arm He had never
seen her before. She was staring at an identical nine-nmillineter

poi nted at her own gut. Her guy was nore tensed up than his. Her guy
| ooked uneasy. He | ooked worried. H's gun was trenbling with tension
H s fingernails were chewed. A nervous, junpy guy. The four of them
were standing there on the street, three of themstill |ike statues and
the fourth hopping slightly fromfoot to foot.

They were in Chicago. Center of the city, a busy sidewal k, a Monday,

| ast day of June. Broad daylight, bright summer sunshine. The whole
situation had materialized in a split second. It had happened in a way
whi ch coul dn't have been choreographed in a mllion years. Reacher had
been wal ki ng down the street, going nowhere, not fast, not slow. He
had been about to pass the exit door of a storefront dry-cleaner's. The
door had opened up in his face and an old netal wal ki ng cane had
clattered out on the sidewalk right in front of him He'd glanced up
to see a wonman in the doorway. She was about to drop an arnful of nine
dry-cl eani ng bags. She was sonme way short of thirty, expensively
dressed, dark, attractive, self-assured. She had sone kind of a bad
leg. Sone kind of an injury. Reacher could see from her awkward
posture it was causing her pain. She'd thrown hima woul d-you-m nd

| ook and he'd thrown her a no-problem | ook and scooped up the netal
cane. He'd taken the nine bags fromher with one hand and gi ven her
the cane with the other. He'd flicked the bags up over his shoul der
and felt the nine wire hangers bite into his ringer. She had pl anted
the cane on the sidewal k and eased her forearminto the curved-netal
clip. He had offered his hand. She had paused. Then she had nodded
in an enbarrassed fashion and he had taken her arm and waited a beat,



feeling hel pful but awkward. Then they had turned together to nove
away. Reacher had figured he would maybe stroll a few steps with her
until she was steady on her feet. Then he would I et her armgo and
hand back her garnments. But he'd turned straight into the two guys
with the nine-mllimeter automatics.

The four of them stood there, face to face in pairs. Like four people
eating together in a tight booth in a diner. The two guys with the
guns were white, well fed, vaguely mlitary, vaguely alike. Medium

hei ght, short brown hair. Big hands, muscular. Big, obvious faces,

bl and pink features. Tense expressions, hard eyes. The nervous guy
was smaller, |like he burned up his energy worrying. They both wore
checked shirts and poplin wi ndbreakers. They stood there, pressed
together. Reacher was a lot taller than the other three. He could see
all around them over their heads. He stood there, surprised, with the
worman' s dry-cl eani ng slung over his shoulder. The worman was | eani ng on
her crutch, just staring, silent. The two nen were pointing the guns.
Close in. Reacher felt they'd all been standing like that for a |ong
time. But he knew that feeling was deceptive. It probably hadn't been
nore than a second and a half.

The guy opposite Reacher seened to be the | eader. The bigger one. The
cal mer one. He |ooked between Reacher and the worman and jerked his
automatic's barrel toward the kerb

"In the car, bitch," the guy said. "And you, asshole." He spoke
urgently, but quietly. Wth authority. Not nuch of an accent. Maybe
fromCalifornia, Reacher thought. There was a sedan at the kerb. It
had been waiting there for them A big car, black, expensive. The
driver was |eaning across behind the front passenger seat. He was
stretching over to pop the rear door. The guy opposite Reacher

noti oned with the gun again. Reacher didn't nove. He glanced left and
right. He figured he had about another second and a half to nake sone
ki nd of an assessnment. The two guys with the nine-mllineter
automatics didn't worry himtoo nmuch. He was one-handed, because of
the dry-cleaning, but he figured the two guys would go down wi thout too
much of a problem The problens |ay beside himand behind him He
stared up into the dry-cleaner's window and used it like a mrror
Twenty yards behind himwas a solid nass of hurrying people at a
crosswal k. A couple of stray bullets would find a couple of targets.
No doubt about that. No doubt at all. That was the probl em behind
him The probl em besi de hi mwas the unknown worman. Her capabilities
were an unknown quantity. She had sonme kind of a bad |eg. She would
be slowto react. Slowto nove. He wasn't prepared to go into conbat.
Not in that environnent, and not with that partner

The guy with the Californian accent reached up and grabbed Reacher's
wrist where it was pinned against his collar by the weight of the nine
cl ean garnments hangi ng down his back. He used it to pull himtoward
the car. H s trigger finger still |ooked ready to go to work. Reacher
was watching it, corner of his eye. He let the woman's arm go. Stepped
over to the car. Threw the bags into the rear seat and clinbed in
after them The worman was pushed in behind him Then the junpy guy
crowmded in on them and sl anmed the door. The |leader got in front on
the right. Slamred the door. The driver nudged the selector and the
car noved snoothly and quietly away down the street.

The wonman was gasping in pain and Reacher figured she had the junpy
guy's gun jamred in her ribs. The |eader was twi sted around in the
front seat with his gun hand resting against the thick |eather



headrest. The gun was pointing straight at Reacher's chest. It was a
Cock 17. Reacher knew all about that weapon. He had eval uated the
prototype for his unit. That had been his assignnment during his
light-duty conval escence after the Beirut wound. The G ock was a tough
little weapon. Seven and a half inches long fromfiring pin to nuzzle
tip. Long enough to nmake it accurate. Reacher had hit thunbtack heads
at seventy-five feet with it. And it fired a decent projectile. It
delivered quarter-ounce bullets at nearly eight hundred niles an hour
Sevent een rounds to a magazi ne, hence the nane. And it was light. For
all its power, it weighed under two pounds. The inportant parts were
steel. The rest of it was plastic. Black polycarbonate, |ike an
expensi ve canera. A fine piece of craftsmanship. But he hadn't |iked
it much. Not for the specialized requirenments of his unit. He'd
recormended rejection. He'd supported the Beretta 92F instead. The
Beretta was also a nine-mllimeter, a half-pound heavier, an inch

| onger, two fewer rounds in the nagazine. But it had about 10 per cent
nore stopping power than the Cock. That was inportant to him And it
wasn't plastic. The Beretta had been Reacher's choice. His unit
conmander had agreed. He had circul ated Reacher's paper and the arny
as a whol e had backed his recommendati on. The same week they pronoted
himand pinned on his Silver Star and his Purple Heart, they ordered
Berettas even though the Beretta was nore expensive and NATO was crazy
for the Cock and Reacher had been just about a |one voice and was not

| ong out of West Point. Then he had been assigned el sewhere and served
all around the world and hadn't really seen a Cock 17 since. Unti

now. Twelve years later he was getting a pretty damm good second | ook
at one.

He switched his attention away fromthe gun and took another | ook at
the guy holding it. He had a decent tan which whitened near his
hairline. A recent haircut. The driver had a big shiny brow, thinning
hai r swept back, pink and vivid features, the smrk that pig-ugly guys
use when they think they're handsone. Sane cheap chain store shirt,
same w ndbreaker. Sanme corn-fed bul k. Same in-charge confidence

edged around with a slight breathl essness. Three guys, all of them
maybe thirty or thirty-five, one | eader, one solid follower, one junpy
follower. Al of themtense but rehearsed, racing through sonme kind of
a mssion. A puzzle. Reacher glanced past the steady C ock into the

| eader's eyes. But the guy shook his head.

"No tal king, asshole,” he said. "Start talking, I'll shoot you. That's
a damm pronise. Keep quiet, you could be K. "

Reacher believed him The guy's eyes were hard and his nmouth was a
tight line. So he said nothing. Then the car slowed and pulled onto a
| unpy concrete forecourt. It headed around behi nd an abandoned

i ndustrial building. They had driven south. Reacher figured they were
now maybe five mles south of the Loop. The driver eased the big sedan
to a stop with the rear door lined up with the back of a small pane

truck. The truck was standing alone on the empty lot. It was a Ford
Econoline, dirty white, not old, but well used. There had been sone
kind of witing on the side. 1t had been painted over with fresh white

pai nt which didn't exactly match the body work Readi er scanned around.
The ot was full of trash. He saw a paint can discarded near the
truck. A brush. There was nobody in sight. The place was deserted.

If he was going to nake sonme kind of a nmove, this was the right time to
make it, and the right location. But the guy in front sniled a thin
snmle and | eaned right over into the back of the car. Caught Reacher's
collar with his left hand and ground the tip of the dock's nuzzle into
Reacher's ear with his right.



"Sit still, asshole,"” the guy said.

The driver got out of the car and ski pped around the hood. Pulled a
new set of keys from his pocket and opened up the rear doors of the

truck. Reacher sat still. Jamming a gun into a person's ear is not
necessarily a smart nove. |If the person suddenly jerks his head around
toward it, the gun conmes out. It rolls around the person's forehead.
Then even a quick trigger-finger won't do much danmage. It might blow a

hole in the person's ear, just the outside flap, and it's sure to
shatter the person's eardrum But those are not fatal wounds. Reacher
spent a second wei ghing those odds. Then the junpy guy dragged the
worman out of the car and hustled her straight into the back of the
truck. She hopped and |inped across the short distance. Straight out
of one door and in through the other. Reacher watched her, corner of
his eye. Her guy took her pocketbook fromher and tossed it back into

the car. It fell at Reacher's feet. It thunped heavily on the thick
carpet. A big pocketbook, expensive |eather, sonething heavy in it.
Sonething netal. Only one netal thing wonen carry could make a heavy

thunp like that. He glanced across at her, suddenly interested.

She was sprawl ed in the back of the truck. Inpeded by her leg. Then
the I eader in the front pulled Reacher along the | eather seat and
passed himon to the junmpy guy. As soon as one Cl ock was out of his
ear, the other was jamred into his side. He was dragged over the rough
ground. Across to the rear of the truck. He was pushed inside with
the wonman. The jumpy guy covered themboth with the trenbling C ock
whil e the | eader reached into the car and pulled out the woman's netal
crutch. He wal ked over and tossed it into the truck. It clanged and
boomed on the metal siding. He left her dry-cleaning in the back of
the sedan with her handbag. Then he pulled a set of handcuffs fromthe
pocket of his jacket. He caught the woman's right wist and cuffed it
with half the handcuff. Pulled her roughly sideways and caught
Reacher's left wist. Snapped the other half of the cuff onto it.
Shook the cuff to check it was secure. Slammed the truck's left rear
door. Reacher saw the driver enptying plastic bottles into the sedan
He caught the pale color and the strong snell of gasoline. One bottle
into the back seat, one into the front. Then the |eader swung the
truck's right rear door shut. Last thing Reacher saw before darkness
envel oped himwas the driver, pulling a matchbook from his pocket.

TWD

ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED AND TWO M LES FROM CHI CAGO by road guest
quarters were being prepared. They took the formof a single room The
roomwas follow ng an unconventional design, specified by a thorough
man after a great deal of careful thought. The design called for
several unusual features.

The quarters were designed for a specific purpose, and for a specific
guest. The nature of the purpose and the identity of the guest had
dictated the unusual features. The construction was concentrated on
the second floor of an existing building. A corner room had been
selected. It had a series of |large windows on the two outside walls.
They faced south and east. The glass had been smashed out and repl aced
by heavy pl ywood sheeting nailed to the remai ning wi ndow frames The

pl ywood was painted white on the outside, to match the building' s
siding. On the inside, the plywod was |eft unfinished.

The corner rooms ceiling was torn out. It was an old building, and



the ceiling had been made of heavy plaster. It had been pulled down in
a shower of choking dust. The roomwas now open to the rafters. The
interior walling was torn off. The walls had been paneled in old pine,
worn smooth with age and polish. That was all gone. The frami ng of
the buil ding and the heavy ol d tarpaper behind the exterior siding was
exposed. The floorboards were pulled up. The dusty ceiling of the
room bel ow was vi si bl e under the heavy joists. The roomwas just a
shel I'.

The old plaster fromthe ceiling and the boards fromthe walls and the
floor, had been thrown out through the wi ndows before they were covered
over with the plywod. The two men who had done the denolition work
had shoveled all that debris into a large pile, and they had backed
their truck up to the pile ready to cart the trash away. They were
very anxious to | eave the place |ooking neat and tidy. This was the
first time they had worked for this particular enployer, and there had
been hints of nmore work to cone. And |ooking around, they could see
that there was plenty nore needed doing. All in all, an optim stic
situation. New contracts were hard to find, and this particular

enpl oyer, had shown no concern over price. The two nmen felt that to
make a good first inpression was very much in their long-terminterest.
They were hard at work |l oading their truck with every last plaster
fragnment when the enpl oyer hinself stopped by.

"Al'l done?" he asked.

The enpl oyer was a huge guy, freakishly bloated, with a high voice and
two nickel -sized red spots burning on his pale cheeks. He nmoved
lightly and quietly, like a guy a quarter his size. The overall effect
was a guy people | ooked away from and answered quickly.

"Just clearing up,"”
stuf f?"

the first guy said to him "Were do we dunp this

"I'"l1l show you," the enployer said. "You'll need to nake two trips.
Bring those boards separately, right?"

The second guy nodded. The fl oorboards were ei ghteen inches w de, from
back when | unmbermen had the pick of any tree they wanted. No way woul d
they fit into the flatbed with the rest of the junk. They finished

| oadi ng the plaster and their enployer squeezed into their truck with
them He was such a big guy, it nade for a tight fit. He pointed
beyond the ol d buil di ng.

"Drive north," he said, 'about a mle."

The road | ed them strai ght out of town and then wound upward through
some steep bends. The enpl oyer pointed to a place.

"In there," he said, "all the way in back, OK?"

He strolled quietly away and the two guys unl oaded their truck. Drove
it back south and heaved the ol d pine boards in. Followed the w nding
bends again and unl oaded. They carried the boards inside and stacked
themneatly. Al the way in back of the dark space. Then the enpl oyer
stepped out of the shadows. He had been waiting for them He had
somet hing in his hand.

"W're all done," the first guy said.



The enpl oyer nodded.

"You sure are," he said.

H s hand cane up. He was holding a gun. A dull black automatic. He
shot the first guy in the head. The crash of the bullet was deafening.
Bl ood and bone and brain sprayed everywhere. The second guy froze in
terror. Then he ran. He |aunched hinself sideways in a desperate
sprint for cover. The enployer smled. He liked it when they ran. He
dropped his huge armto a shallow angle. Fired and put a bull et

t hrough the back of the guy's knee. Smiled again. Now it was better
He liked it when they ran, but he liked it better when they were
squirmng on the floor. He stood and listened to the guy's yel ping for
a long nonent. Then he strolled quietly over and took careful aim Put
a bullet through the other knee. He watched for a while, then he tired
of the gane. Shrugged and put a final bullet through the guy's head.
Then he laid the gun on the ground and rolled the two bodi es over and
over until they were stacked neatly in line with the old floorboards.

THREE

THEY HAD BEEN ON THE ROAD AN HOUR AND THI RTY- THREE mi nutes. Sone urban
crawl i ng, then an acceleration to a steady cruise. Mybe sixty niles
covered. But in the noisy darkness inside the panel truck Reacher had
no i dea which direction those sixty nmles were taking him

He was handcuffed to the young woman with the bad leg and within the
first few mnutes of their forced acquai ntance they had worked out how
to get as confortable as they were ever going to get. They had crabbed
around inside the truck until they were sitting sideways on the fl oor

| egs straight out, propped against the big wheel well on the right,
braced against the notion. The woman sat agai nst the rear side and
Reacher sat on the forward side. Their cuffed wists lay together on
the flat top of the netal bulge like they were lovers idling their tine
away in a cafe.

At first they hadn't spoken. They'd just sat for a long time in
stunned silence. The imredi ate problemwas the heat. It was the

m ddl e of the |last day of June in the Mdwest. They were shut into an
encl osed netal space. There was no ventilation. Reacher figured the
rush of air over the outside of the truck's body nmust be cooling it to
an extent, but nowhere near enough. He just sat there in the gl oom and
used the hot dead tinme thinking and planning |like he was trained to do.
Staying calm staying rel axed, staying ready, not burning his energy
away W th usel ess specul ation. Assessing and evaluating. The three
guys had shown a neasure of efficiency. No great talent, no rea
finesse, but no significant mstakes. The junmpy guy with the second

O ock was the weakest component of the team but the | eader had covered
for himpretty well. An efficient threesone. Not at all the worst
he'd ever seen. But, at that point, he wasn't worrying. He'd been in
wor se situations and survived them Mich worse situations, and nore
than once. So he wasn't worrying yet.

Then he noticed something. He noticed that the woman wasn't worrying
yet either. She was calmtoo. She was just sitting there, swaying,
cuffed to his wist, thinking and planning |like maybe she was trained
to do, as well. He glanced across at her in the gl oomand saw her

| ooking steadily at him A quizzical stare, calm in control, faintly
superior, faintly disapproving. The confidence of youth. She net his
gaze. Held it for a long nonent. Then she stuck out her cuffed right



hand, which jarred his left wist, but it was an encouragi ng gesture.
He reached around and shook her hand and they smiled brief ironic
smles together at their mutual formality.

"Hol |y Johnson," she said.

She was assessing himcarefully. He could see her eyes traveling
around his face. Then they flicked down to his clothing and back up to
his face. She sniled again, briefly, like she had decided he nerited
some ki nd of courtesy.

"Nice to nmeet you," she said.

He | ooked back at her. Looked at her face. She was a very
good- | ooki ng wonan. Maybe twenty-six, twenty-seven. He |ooked at her
clothes. A line froman old song ran through his head: hundred doll ar
dresses, that | ain't paid for yet. He waited for the next |ine, but
it didn't cone. So he sniled back at her and nodded.

"Jack Readier," he said. "Pleasure's all nine, Holly, believe ne."

It was difficult to speak, because the truck was cruising noisily. The
sound of the engine was fighting with the roar fromthe road. Reacher
woul d have been happy to sit quiet for a while, but Holly wasn't.

"I need to get rid of you," she said.

A confident woman, well in control of herself. He made no reply.

Just gl anced at her and gl anced away. The next |ine was: cold,

col d- bl ooded wonan. A dying fall, a sad poignant line. An old Menphis
Slimsong. But the line was not right for her. Not right at all. This
was not a col d-bl ooded woman. He gl anced over again and shrugged at
her. She was staring at him Inpatient with his silence.

"You understand exactly what's happeni ng?" she asked him

He watched her face. Watched her eyes. She was staring straight at
him Astoni shment on her face. She thought she was stuck in there
with an idiot. She thought he didn't understand exactly what was
happeni ng.

"It's pretty clear, right?" he said. "Fromthe evidence?"

"\What evi dence?" she said. "It was all over in a split second.™

"Exactly," he said. That's all the evidence | need, right? Tells ne
nore or less what | need to know "

He stopped tal king and started resting again. Next opportunity to get
away woul d be the next time the truck stopped. Could be some hours
away. He felt he could be in for a long day. Felt he should be
prepared to conserve his resources.

"So what do you need to know?" the woman said.

Her eyes were steady on his.

"You' ve been kidnaped," he said. "I'mhere by accident."



She was still looking at him Still confident. Still thinking. Stil
not sure whether or not she was cuffed to an idiot.

"It's pretty clear, right?" he said again. "It wasn't ne they were
after.”

She nmade no reply. Just arched a fine eyebrow

"Nobody knew | was going to be there," he said. "I didn't even know I
was going to be there. Until | got there. But it was a well planned
operation. Mist have taken time to set up. Based on surveillance,
right? Three guys, one in the car, two on the street. The car was
parked exactly level. They had no idea where | was going to be. But
obvi ously they knew for sure where you were going to be. So don't be
looking at me like I"'mthe idiot here. You re the one nmade the big

m st ake. "

"M st ake?" the wonman said.

"You're too regular in your habits," Readier said. They studied your
noverent s, maybe two or three weeks, and you wal ked right into their
arms. They weren't expecting anybody else to be there. That's clear
right? They only brought one set of handcuffs.™

He raised his wist, which raised hers too, to make his point. The
worman went quiet for a long monent. She was revi sing her opinion of
him Reacher rocked with the notion of the vehicle and smil ed.

"And you shoul d know better," he said. "You're a government agent of
some sort, right? DEA, CIA FBI, sonething |ike that, naybe a Chi cago
PD detective? Newin the job, still fairly dedicated. And fairly

weal thy. So sonebody is either |ooking for a ransom or you've already
become a potential problemto sonebody, even though you' re new, and

ei ther way you shoul d have taken nore care of yourself."

She | ooked across at him Nodded, eyes wide in the gl oom |npressed.
"Evi dence?" she asked.

He smled at her again.
"Coupl e of things," he said. "Your dry-cleaning. M/ guess is every
Monday |unch break you take | ast week's clothes in to get them cl eaned
and you pick up this week's clothes to wear. That means you nust have
about fifteen or twenty outfits. Looking at that thing you got on
you're not a cheap dresser. Call it four hundred bucks an outfit,

you' ve got nmaybe eight grand tied up in things to wear. That's what |
call moderately wealthy, and that's what | call too regular in your
habi ts."

She nodded sl owy.
"OK," she said. "Wy am| a governnent agent?"

"Easy enough," he said. "You had a dock 17 shoved at you, you were
bundl ed into a car, you were throwm in a truck, handcuffed to a

conpl ete stranger and you' ve got no idea where the hell they're taking
you, or why. Any normal person would be falling apart over all that,
scream ng the place down. But not you. You're sitting there quite
cal My, which suggests some kind of training, maybe sonme kind of



famliarity with upsetting or dangerous situations. And maybe sone
ki nd of sure know edge there' |l be a bunch of people |ooking to get you
back soon as they can.”

He stopped and she nodded for himto continue.

"Al so, you had a gun in your bag," he said. "Something fairly heavy,
maybe a .38, long barrel. If it was a private weapon, a dresser |ike
you woul d choose sonething dainty, like a snub .22.

But it was a big revolver, so you were issued with it. So you're sone
ki nd of an agent, maybe a cop."

The wonman nodded again, slowy.
"Why am |l new in the job?" she asked.
"Your age," Reacher said. "What are you? Twenty-six?"

Twenty-seven, " she said.

"That's young for a detective," he said. "College, a few years in
uni forn? Young for the FBI, DBA, CIA too. So whatever you are,

you're new at it."
She shrugged.
"OK," she said. "Why am| fairly dedicated?"

Reacher pointed, |eft-handed, rattling their shared handcuff.
"Your injury," he said. "You're back to work after some kind of an
accident, before you're really recovered. You're still using that
crutch for your bad |l eg. Mst people in your position would be staying
hone and draw ng sick pay."

She smil ed.

"I could be handi capped, " she said. "Could have been born this way."
Reacher shook his head in the gl oom

"That's a hospital crutch,” he said. They loaned it to you, short
term until you're over your injury. |If it was a permanent thing,
you' d have bought your own crutch. Probably you' d have bought a dozen

Sprayed themall different to match all your expensive outfits.”

She | aughed. It was a pl easant sound above the drone and boom of the
truck's engi ne and the roar of the road.

"Pretty good, Jack Reacher,"” she said. "I'man FBI special agent.
Since last fall. | just ripped up ny cruciate |ligaments playing
soccer."

"You play soccer?" Reacher said. "Good for you, Holly Johnson. \hat

kind of an FBI agent since last fall?"

She was quiet for a beat.

"Just an agent," she said. "One of many at the Chicago office.”



Reacher shook his head.
"Not just an agent," he said. "An agent who's doing sonething to
somebody who maybe wants to retaliate. So who are you doi ng sonet hi ng
to?"

She shook her head back at him

"l can't discuss that," she said. "Not with civilians."

He nodded. He was confortable with that

"CK," he said.

"Any agent makes enem es," she said.

"Naturally," he replied.
"Me as nuch as anybody," she said.

He gl anced across at her. It was a curious remark. Defensive. The
remark of a woman trained and eager and ready to go, but chained to a
desk since last fall.

"Fi nanci al section?" he guessed.

She shook her head.

"I can't discuss it," she said again.

"But you al ready made enenies," he said.

She gave hima hal f-smle which died fast. Then she went quiet. She
| ooked cal m but Reacher could feel in her wist that she was worried
for the first time. But she was hanging in there. And she was

wWr ong.

They're not out to kill you," he said. They could have killed you in
that waste ground. Wy haul you away in this dam truck? And there's
your crutch, too."

"What about nmy crutch?" she said.

"Doesn't make any sense,"” he said. "Wy would they toss your crutch in
here if they're going to kill you? You're a hostage, Holly, that's
what you are. You sure you don't know these guys? Never saw them
bef or e?"

"Never," she said. "I don't know who the hell they are, or what the
hell they want from ne."

He stared at her. She sounded way too definite. She knew nore than
she was telling him They went quiet in the noise. Rocked and bounced
with the movenent of the truck. Reacher stared into the gloom He
could feel Holly making decisions, next to him She turned sideways
agai n.

"I need to get you out of here," she said again.



He gl anced at her. d anced away and grinned.

"Suits ne, Holly," he said. "Sooner the better."

"When will sonmebody mss you?" she asked.

That was a question he woul d have preferred not to answer. But she was
| ooking hard at him waiting. So he thought about it, and he told her
the truth.

"Never," he said.

"Why not?" she asked. "Wo are you, Readier?"

He | ooked across at her and shrugged.

"Nobody, " he said.

She carried on |ooking at him quizzically. Maybe irritated.

"OK, what kind of nobody?" she asked.

He heard Menphis Slimin his head: got me working in a steel mll.
"I"'ma doorman," he said. "At a club in Chicago."

"Which club?" she asked.

"A blues place on the South Side,’
it."

he said. "You probably don't know

She | ooked at hi m and shook her head.

"A doorman?" she said. "You're playing this pretty cool for a
door man. "

"Doornmen deal with a lot of weird situations,” he said.
She | ooked |ike she wasn't convinced and he put his face down near his
wristwatch to check the time. Two-thirty in the afternoon

"And how | ong before sonebody m sses you?" he asked.
She | ooked at her own watch and nade a face.

"Quite a while," she said. "l've got a case conference starting at
five o' clock this afternoon. Nothing before then. Two and a half
hours before anybody even knows |'m gone."

FOUR

RI GHT | NSI DE THE SHELL OF THE SECOND- FLOOR ROOM A SECOND shel | was
taki ng shape. It was being built from brand-new softwood two-by-fours,
nail ed together in the conventional way, |ooking |ike a new room
growing right there inside the old room But the new roomwas going to
be about a foot smaller in every dinmension than the old room had been
A foot shorter in length, a foot narrower in width, and a foot shorter

i n height.

The new floor joists were going to be raised a foot off the old joists



with twel ve-inch I engths of the new softwood. The new | engths | ooked
like a forest of short stilts, ready to hold the new fl oor up. Mre
short lengths were ready to hold the new framing a foot away fromthe
old framing all the way around the sides and the ends. The new fram ng
had the bright yell ow ness of new wood. It gl eaned agai nst the snoky
honey color of the old fram ng. The old fram ng | ooked |ike an ancient
skel eton whi ch was suddenly growi ng a new skel eton right inside

itself.

Three nen were building the new shell. They were stepping fromjoist
to joist with practiced skill. They |Iooked |ike nen who had built

thi ngs before. And they were working fast. Their contract demanded
they finish on tine. The enployer had been explicit about it. Sone
kind of a rush job. The three carpenters were not conpl ai ni ng about
that. The enpl oyer had accepted their first bid. It had been an
inflated bid, with a large horse-trading margin built in. But the guy
had not eaten into that margin. He had not negotiated at all. He had
just nodded and told themto start work as soon as the wecking crew
had finished. Wrk was hard to find, and enpl oyers who accepted your
first price were even harder to find. So the three nen were happy to
wor k hard, work fast, and work late. They were anxious to nmake a good
first inmpression. Looking around, they could see the potential for a
| ot nore enpl oynent.

So they were giving it their best shot. They ran up and down the
stairs with tools and fresh lunber. They worked by eye, narking
cut-lines in the wood with their thunbnails, using their nail guns and
their saws until they ran hot. But they paused frequently to measure
the gap between the old fram ng and the new. The enpl oyer had nmade it
clear that dimension was critical. The old fram ng was six inches
deep. The new fram ng was four. The gap was twelve inches.

"Six and four and twelve," one guy said. Twenty-two inches total."

"OK?" the second guy asked the crew chief.

"Ideal ," the crew chief said. "Exactly what he told us."

FI VE

HOLLY JOHNSON S FI VE O CLOCK CASE CONFERENCE WAS ALLOCATED to the

Chi cago FBI office's third-floor nmeeting room This was a | arge room
better than forty feet by twenty, and it was nore or less filled by a

| ong polished table flanked by thirty chairs, fifteen on each side. The
chairs were substantial and | eather and the table was made of fine

har dwood, but any tendency for the place to |l ook |ike a corporate

boar droom was defused by the scruffy governnment wall covering and the
cheap carpet. There were ninety square yards of carpet on the floor
and the whol e ninety together had probably cost |ess than just one of
the chairs.

Five o' clock in the sunmer, the afternoon sun streaned in through the
wal I of wi ndows and gave the people arriving in the rooma choice. If
they sat facing the wi ndows, they got the sun in their eyes and

squi nted through the neeting and ended up with a blinding headache. And
the sun overpowered the air conditioning, so if they sat backs to the
wi ndows, they got heated up to a point where it got unconfortable and
they started worryi ng about whether their deodorant was still OK at
five o' clock in the afternoon. A tough choice, but the top option was
to avoid the headache and take the risk of heating up. So the early



attenders took the seats on the w ndow side.

9Q

First into the roomwas the FBI |awer with special responsibility for
financial crime. He stood for a noment and nade a judgnent about the
likely duration of the nmeeting. Maybe forty-five mnutes, he thought,
knowi ng Holly, so he turned and tried to assess which seat night get
the benefit of the shade fromthe slimpillar splitting the wall of

wi ndows into two. The bar of shadow was lying to the left of the third
chair in the row, and he knew it would inch toward the head of the
table as tine passed. So he spilled his pile of folders onto the table
in front of the second chair and shrugged his jacket off and cl ai nmed
the place by dropping it onto the chair. Then he turned again and
strolled to the credenza at the end of the roomfor a cup of coffee
fromthe filter nachine.

Next in were two agents working on cases that nmight be tied in to the
mess that Holly Johnson was dealing with. They nodded to the | awer
and saw the place he'd clainmed. They knew there was no point in
choosi ng between the other fourteen chairs by the wi ndow. They were
all going to get equally hot. So they just dunped their portfolios at
the nearest two places and lined up for coffee.

"She not here yet?" one of themsaid to the | awer

"Haven't seen her all day," the | awer said.

"Your loss, right?" the other guy said.

Hol | y Johnson was a new agent, but talented, and that was maki ng her
popul ar. In the past the Bureau woul d have taken no pleasure at all in
busting the sort of businessmen that Holly was enpl oyed to chase down,
but times had changed and the Chicago office had gotten quite a taste
for it. The businessnmen now | ooked |ike scunbags, not solid citizens,
and the agents were sick and tired of |ooking at themas they rode the
conmut er trains hone. The agents would be getting off the train mles
bef ore the bankers and the stockbrokers were anywhere near their
expensi ve suburbs. They woul d be thinking about second nortgages and
even second jobs, and they'd be thinking about the years of
private-detective work they were going to have to put in to boost up

t he nmean government pension. And the executives would be sitting there
with smug smles. So when one or two of themstarted to take a fall,

t he Bureau was happy enough about it. Wen the ones and twos turned
into tens and twenties, and then hundreds, it became a bl ood sport.

The only drawback was that it was hard work. Probably nmore difficult
to nail than anything el se. That was where Holly Johnson's arrival had
made t hings easier. She had the talent. She could |ook at a bal ance
sheet and just know if anything was wong with it. It was like she
could snell it. She'd sit at her desk and | ook at the papers, cock her
head slightly to one side, and think. Sonetines she'd think for hours,
but when she stopped thinking, she'd know what the hell was going on
Then she'd explain it all in the case conference. She'd nmake it al
sound easy and logical, like there was no way anybody could be in any
ki nd of doubt about it. She was a wonman who nmade progress. She was a
woman who made her fellow agents feel better on those comruter trains
at night. That's what was maki ng her popul ar

Fourth person into the third-floor neeting roomwas the agent assigned



to help Holly out with the fetching and carrying until she recovered
fromher soccer injury. H's name was Mlosevic. A slight frane, a
slight West Coast accent. Less than forty, casually dressed in
expensi ve desi gner khaki, gold at his neck and on his wist. He was
also a new arrival, recently transferred in to the Chicago office,
because that was where the Bureau found it needed its financial people.
He joined the Iine for coffee and | ooked around the room

"She's |ate?" he said.

The | awyer shrugged at himand M| osevic shrugged back. He liked Holly
Johnson. He had worked with her five weeks, since the accident on the
soccer field, and he had enjoyed every nminute of it.

"She's not usually late for anything," he said.

Fifth person in was Brogan, Holly's section head. |Irish, from Boston
via California. The young side of mddle age. Dark hair, red Irish
face. A tough guy, handsomely dressed in an expensive silk jacket,
anbitious. He'd conme to Chicago the sane time as M| osevic, and he was
pissed it wasn't New York. He was |ooking for the advancenment he was
sure he deserved. There was a theory that Holly's arrival in his
section was enhanci ng his chances of getting it.

"She not here yet?" he said.
The ot her four shrugged at him
"Il kick her ass," Brogan said.

Hol Iy had been a stock anal yst on WAll Street before applying to join
the FBI. Nobody was cl ear why she'd made t he change.

She had sonme kind of exalted connections, and sone kind of an
illustrious father, and the easy guess was she wanted to inpress him
somehow. Nobody knew for sure whether the old guy was inpressed or
not, but the feeling was he damm well ought to be. Holly had been one
of ten thousand applicants in her year, and she'd passed right at the
top of the four hundred who nade it. She'd creamed the recruitnent
criteria. The Bureau had been | ooking for college graduates in |aw or
accountancy, or else graduates in flinsier disciplines who'd then

wor ked somewhere for three years at least. Holly had qualified in
every way. She had an accountancy degree from Yale, and a Master's
fromHarvard, and three years on Wall Street on top of all that. She'd
blitzed the intelligence tests and the aptitude assessnents. She'd
charnmed the three serving agents who'd grilled her at her main

i nterview.

She' d sail ed through the background checks, which was understandabl e on
account of her connections, and she'd been sent to the FBlI Acadeny at
Quantico. Then she'd really started to get serious. She was fit and
strong, she learned to shoot, she murdered the | eadership reaction
course, she scored outstanding in the simulated shootouts in Hogan's
Alley. But her mmjor success was her attitude. She did two things at
once. First she bought into the whole Bureau ethic in the biggest way
possible. It was totally clear to everybody that here was a worman who
was going to live and die for the FBI. But second, she did it in a way
whi ch avoi ded the slightest trace of bullshit. She tinged her attitude
with a gentle nocking hunor which saved people fromhating her. It
made them | ove her instead. There was no doubt the Bureau had signed a



maj or new asset. They sent her to Chicago and sat back to reap the
benefits.

Last into the third-floor conference roomwas a bunch of nmen who cane
in together. Thirteen agents and the agent-in-charge, MG ath. The
thirteen agents were clustered around their boss, who was conducting a
sort of rolling policy review as he wal ked. The thirteen agents were
hangi ng onto every word. MG ath had every advantage in the book. He
was a man who'd been to the top, and then conme back down again into the
field. He'd spent three years in the Hoover Building as an assi stant
director of the FBI, and then he'd applied for a demption and a pay cut
to take himback to a Field Ofice. The decision had cost himten

t housand dollars a year in incone, but it had bought him back his
sanity, and it had bought hi mundying respect and blind affection from
t he agents he worked with.

An agent-in-charge in a Field Ofice like Chicago is like the captain
on a great warship. Theoretically there are people above him but
they're all a couple of thousand mles away in Washi ngton. They're
theoretical. The agent-in-charge is real. He runs his comrand |ike
the hand of God. That's how the Chicago office | ooked at MG ath. He
did nothing to undermne the feeling. He was renpte, but he was
approachable. He was private, but he nmade his people feel he'd do
anything at all for them He was a short, stocky nman, burning with
energy, the sort of tireless guy who radiates total confidence. The
sort of guy who makes a crew better just by leading it. His first nane
was Paul, but he was called Mack, |ike the truck

He et his thirteen agents sit down, ten of them backs to the w ndow
and three of themw th the sun in their eyes. Then he hauled a chair
around and stuck it at the head of the table ready for Holly. He

wal ked down to the other end and haul ed anot her chair around for
hinsel f. Sat sideways on to the sun. Started getting worried.
"Where is she?" he said. "Brogan?"

The section head shrugged, palns up

"She shoul d be here, far as | know, " he said.

"She | eave a nmessage with anybody?" MG ath asked. "M osevic?"

M1l osevic and the other fifteen agents and the Bureau | awer al
shrugged and shook their heads. MG ath started worrying nore. People

have a pattern, a rhythm |like a behavioral fingerprint. Holly was
only a minute or two late, but that was so far fromnormal that it was
setting the bells ringing. 1In eight nonths he had never known her be
late. It had never happened. O her people could be five mnutes |ate
into the nmeeting roomand it would seem normal. Because of their

pattern. But not Holly. At three minutes past five in the afternoon
MG ath stared at her enpty chair and knew there was a problem He
stood up again in the quiet roomand wal ked to the credenza on the
opposite wall. There was a phone next to the coffee machine. He
picked it up and dialed his office.

"Holly Johnson call in?" he asked his secretary.
"No, Mack," she said.

So he dabbed the cradle and dialed the reception counter, two floors



bel ow.

"Any messages from Holly Johnson?" he asked the agent at the door
"No, chief," the agent said. "Haven't seen her."

He hit the button again and called the main swtchboard.

"Holly Johnson call in?" he asked.

"No, sir," the swi tchboard operator said.

He hel d the phone and gestured for pen and paper. Then he spoke to the
swi t chboard agai n.

"G ve me her pager nunber," he said. "And her cellphone, will you?"
The earpi ece crackled and he scrawl ed down the nunbers. Cut the

swi tchboard off and dialed Holly's pager. Just got a long | ow tone
telling himthe pager was switched off. Then he tried the cell phone
nunber. He got an electronic bleep and a recorded nessage of a wonman
telling himthe phone he was dialing was unreachable. He hung up and
| ooked around the room It was ten after five, Mnday afternoon

SI X

SI X- TH RTY ON REACHER S WATCH, THE MOTI ON | NSI DE THE TRUCK changed. Si x
hours and four mnutes they'd cruised steadily, nmaybe fifty-five or
sixty mles an hour, while the heat peaked and fell away. He'd sat,
hot and rocking and bouncing in the dark with the wheel well between

hi mand Hol Iy Johnson, ticking off the distance against a map inside
his head. He figured they'd been taken nmaybe three hundred and ninety
mles. But he didn't know which direction they were headed. If they
were goi ng east, they would be right through Indiana and just about out
of Chio by now, maybe just entering Pennsylvania or Wst Virginia.
Sout h, they would be out of Illinois, into Mssouri or Kentucky, maybe
even into Tennessee if he'd underestimated their speed. West, they'd
be hauling their way across lowa. They night have | ooped around the
bott om of the | ake and headed north up through Mchigan. O straight
out northwest, in which case they could be up near M nneapolis.

But they'd gotten somewhere, because the truck was slowi ng. Then there
was a lurch to the right, like a pull off a highway. There was gear

noi se and thunpi ng over broken pavenent. Cornering forces slammed t hem
around. Holly's crutch slid and rattled side to side across the ridged
metal floor. The truck whined up grades and down sl opes, paused at

i nvisible road junctions, accel erated,

braked hard, turned a tight left, and then drove slowy down a straight
| unpy surface for a quarter hour

"Farm ng country somewhere," Reacher said.
"Cbviously," Holly said. "But where?"

Reacher just shrugged at her in the gloom The truck slowed alnpbst to
a stop and turned a tight right. The road surface got worse. The
truck bounced forward maybe a hundred and fifty yards and stopped.
There was the sound of the passenger door opening up in front. The
engine was still running. The passenger door slammed shut. Reacher



heard a big door opening and the truck noved slowy forward. The
engi ne noi se boonmed against netal walls. Reacher heard the door noise
again and the engi ne noi se echoed I ouder. Then it shut down and died
away into stillness.

"We're in sone sort of a barn," Reacher said. "Wth the door
cl osed. "

Hol | y nodded inpatiently.
"l know that," she said. "A cow barn. | can snell it."

Reacher could hear nuffled conversation outside the truck. Footsteps
wal ki ng around to the rear doors. A key going into the lock. The
handl e turning. A blinding flood of |light as the door opened. Reacher
bl i nked agai nst the sudden electric brightness and stared out across
Holly at three nmen, two O ocks and a shot gun

"Qut," the | eader said.

They struggl ed out, handcuffed together. Not easy. They were stiff
and sore and cranped from braci ng thensel ves agai nst the wheel well for
six solid hours. Holly's knee had gone altogether. Reacher started
back for her crutch

"Leave it there, asshole," the |eader said.

The guy sounded tired and irritable. Reacher gave him a steady | ook
and shrugged. Holly stiffened and tried her weight on her leg. Gasped
in pain and gave it up. d anced inpersonally at Reacher |ike he was
sone kind of a tree and stretched around with her free left hand to
hold on tight around his neck. It was the only way she could stay
upright.

"Excuse me, please," she muttered

The | eader gestured with his G ock over to his left. They were in a

| arge cow barn. No cows, but they hadn't been |ong absent, judging by
the odor. The truck was parked in a wide central aisle. Either side
were cow stalls, roomy, nmade up from gal vani zed st eel - pi pi ng
efficiently wel ded together. Reacher twi sted and held Holly's wai st
and the two of them hopped and staggered over to the stall the guy with
the C ock was pointing at. Holly seized a railing and held on
enbar r assed.

"Excuse ne," she nmuttered again.

Reacher nodded and waited. The driver with the shotgun covered them
and the | eader wal ked away. He heaved the big door open and stepped

t hrough. Reacher caught a glinpse of darkening sky. Coudy. No clue
at all to their |ocation

The | eader was gone five mnutes. There was silence in the barn. The
other two guys stood still, weapons out and ready. The junpy guy wth
the C ock was staring at Reacher's face. The driver with the shotgun
was staring at Holly's breasts. Smiling a half-snile. Nobody spoke.
Then the | eader stepped back in. He was carrying a second pair of
handcuffs and two | engt hs of heavy chain.

"You're making a big mstake here," Holly said to him "I'man FB



agent."
"I know that, bitch,” the guy said. "Now be quiet."
"You're conmitting a serious crine," Holly said.

"I know that, bitch," the guy said again. "And | told you to be quiet.
Anot her word out of you, I'll shoot this guy in the head. Then you can
spend the night with a corpse chained to your wist, OK?"

He waited until she nodded silently. Then the driver with the shotgun
took up position behind them and the | eader unlocked their cuff and
freed their wists. He |ooped one of the chains around the stal
railing and | ocked the ends into the spare half of the cuff dangling
from Reacher's left arm Pulled it and rattled it to check it was
secure. Then he dragged Holly two stalls away and used the new cuffs
and the second length of chain to lock her to the railing, twenty feet
from Reacher. Her knee gave way and she fell heavily with a gasp of
pain onto the dirty straw. The |eader ignored her. Just wal ked back
to where Reacher was chained up. Stood right in front of him

"So who the hell are you, asshol e?" he said.

Reacher didn't reply. He knew the keys to both cuffs were in this
guy's pocket. He knew it would take himabout a second and a half to
snap his neck with the I oop of chain hanging off his wist. But the
other two guys were out of reach. One d ock, one shotgun, too far away
to grab before he'd unl ocked hinself, too near to get
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a chance to do that. He was dealing with a reasonably efficient set of
opponents. So he just shrugged and | ooked at the straw at his feet. It
was cl ogged with dung.

"I asked you a dam question," the guy said.
Readi er | ooked at him In the corner of his eye he saw the junpy guy
ratchet his Cock upward a degree or two.

"I asked you a question, asshole,"” the | eader said again, quietly.

The junpy guy's Cock was jutting forward. Then it was straight out,
shoul der-high. Ainmed right at Reacher's head. The nuzzle was
trenbling through a small jerky circle, but probably not trenbling
enough to make the guy miss. Not fromthat sort of a close distance.
Readi er | ooked fromone guy to the other. The guy with the shotgun
tore his attention away fromHolly's breasts. He raised the weapon to
his hip. Pointed it in Reacher's direction. It was an Ithaca 37.

Twel ve-bore. The five-shot version with the pistol grip and no

shoul der stock. The guy racked a round into the chanber. The
crunch-crunch of the mechanismwas loud in the barn. |t echoed off the
metal walls. Died into silence. Reacher saw the trigger nove through
the first eighth-inch of its short travel

"Nane?" the | eader asked.
The shotgun trigger tightened another eighth. If it fired on that

trajectory, Reacher was going to | ose both his | egs and nost of his
st omach.



"Nane?" the | eader asked for the second tine.

It was a twelve-bore, wouldn't kill himoutright, but he'd bleed to
death in the dirty straw. Fenoral artery gone, about a nminute, maybe a
mnute and a half. |In those circunstances, no real reason to nmake a

bi g deal out of giving this guy a nane.

"Jack Reacher," he said.

The | eader nodded in satisfaction, like he'd achieved a victory.
"You know this bitch?" he asked.
Reacher gl anced across at Holly.

"Better than | know sone people,"’
handcuffed to her."

he said. "l just spent six hours

"You sone kind of a wise guy asshole?" the |eader asked.

Reacher shook his head.

"I nnocent passerby,"” he said. "I never saw her before."

"You with the Bureau?" the guy asked.

Reacher shook his head agai n.

"I"'ma doorman," he said. "Cdub back in Chicago."
"You sure, asshole?" the guy said.

Reacher nodded.
"I"'msure," he said. "lI'ma w se enough guy that | can recall what |
do for a living, one day to the next."

There was silence for a long noment. Tension. Then the junpy guy with
the C ock canme out of his shooting stance. The driver with the shotgun
swung hi s weapon down toward the straw on the floor. He turned his
head and went back to staring at Holly's breasts. The |eader nodded at
Reacher.

"OK, asshole," he said. "You behave yourself, you stay alive for now.
Sane for the bitch. Nothing's going to happen to anybody. Not just
yet."

The three men regrouped in the center aisle and wal ked out of the barn
Before they | ocked the door, Reacher saw the sky again, briefly.

Darker. Still cloudy. No stars. No clues. He tested the chain. It
was securely fastened to the handcuff at one end and the railing at the
other. Maybe seven feet long. He could hear Holly doing the sane
experiment. Tightening her chain and scoping out the radius it gave
her to nove through

"Wl d you mind | ooki ng away?" she call ed across.

"Why?" he call ed back



There was a short silence. Then a sigh. Part enbarrassed, part
exasper at ed.

"Do you really need to ask?" she called. "W were in that truck six
hours, and it didn't have a bathroom did it?"

"You going in the next stall?" he asked.
"Cbviously," she said.

"OK," he said. "You go right and 1'll go left. | won't look if you
won't."

The three nen canme back to the barn within an hour with food. Sone
kind of a beef stewin a nmetal mess tin, one for each of them Mostly
rare steak chunks and a lot of hard carrots. Woever these guys were,
cooking was not their major talent. Reacher was clear on that. They
handed out an enanel nug of weak coffee, one for each of them Then
they got in the truck. Started it up and backed it out of the barn
Turned the bright lights off. Reacher caught a glinpse of dim
enptiness outside. Then they pulled the big door shut and | ocked it.
Left their prisoners in the dark and the quiet.

"Gas station,” Holly called fromtwenty feet away. "They're filling up
for the rest of the ride. Can't do it with us inside. They figure
we' d be banging on the side and shouting out for help."

Reacher nodded and finished his coffee. Sucked the fork fromthe stew
clean. Bent one of the prongs right out and put a little kink into the
end with pressure fromhis thunbnail. It nmade a little hook. He used
it to pick the lock on his handcuff. Took hi m ei ghteen seconds,

begi nning to end. He dropped the cuff and the chain in the straw and
wal ked over to Holly. Bent down and unl ocked her wist. Twelve
seconds. Helped her to her feet.

"Doorman, right?" she said.
"Right," he said. "Let's take a |ook around."
"I can't walk," she said. "My crutch is in the dam truck."

Reacher nodded. She stayed in her stall, clinging to the railing. He
scouted around the big enpty barn. It was a sturdy netal structure,
built throughout with the same flecked, gal vani zed netal as the stal
railings. The big door was |ocked fromthe outside. Probably a stee
bar padl ocked into place. No problemif he could get at the padl ock
but he was inside and the padl ock was outsi de.

The walls met the floor with a right-angle flange bolted firmy into
the concrete. The walls thenselves were horizontal netal panels maybe
thirty feet long, maybe four feet tall. They were joined together with
nore right-angle flanges bolted together. Each flange gave a |ip about
six inches deep. Like a giant stepladder with the treads four feet
apart.

He clinbed the wall, hauling hinmself quickly upward, flange to flange,
four feet at a tine. The way out of the barn was right there at the

top of the wall, seven sections up, twenty-eight feet off the ground.

There was a ventilation slot between the top of the wall and the

over hangi ng sl ope of the nmetal roof. About eighteen inches high. A



person could roll horizontally through the gap |ike an ol d-fashi oned
hi gh junper hang down outside and drop twenty feet to the ground
bel ow.

He could do that, but Holly Johnson couldn't. She couldn't even wal k
over to the wall. She couldn't clinmb it and she sure as hell couldn't
hang down outside and drop twenty feet onto a set of wecked cruciate
i gament s.

"CGet going," she called up to him "Get out of here, right now "

He ignored her and peered out through the slot into the darkness. The
over hangi ng eaves gave hima | ow horizon. Enpty country as far as the
eye could see. He clinbed down and went up the other three walls in
turn. The second side gave out onto country just as enpty as the
first. The third had a view of a farmhouse. White shingles. Lights
in two windows. The fourth side of the barn | ooked straight up the
farmtrack. About a hundred and fifty yards to a featurel ess road.
Enpti ness beyond. In the far distance, a single set of headlight

beams. Flicking and bouncing. Wdely spaced. Gowing |larger. Getting
nearer. The truck, com ng back

"Can you see where we are?" Holly called up to him

"No idea," Reacher called back. "Farm ng country sonewhere. Could be
anywhere. Were do they have cows like this? And fields and stuff?"

"Is it hilly out there?" Holly called. "O flat?"
"Can't tell," Reacher said. Too dark. Maybe a little hilly."

"Coul d be Pennsylvania," Holly said. They have hills and cows
there."”

Reacher clinbed down the fourth wall and wal ked back to her stall.

"CGet out of here, for Christ's sake," she said to him "Raise the
alarm"

He shook his head. He heard the diesel slowing to turn into the
track.

That may not be the best option," he said.
She stared at him
"Who the hell gave you an option?" she said. "l'mordering you.

You're a civilian and I'mFBI and |I'm ordering you to get yourself to
safety right now'

Reacher just shrugged and stood there.

"I"mordering you, OK?" Holly said again. "You going to obey ne?"
Reacher shook his head agai n.

"No, " he said.

She glared at him Then the truck was back. They heard the roar of
the diesel and the groan of the springs on the rough track outside.



Reacher | ocked Holly's cuff and ran back to his stall. They heard the
truck door slam and footsteps on the concrete. Reacher chained his
wist to the railing and bent the fork back into shape. Wen the barn
door opened and the |light cane on, he was sitting quietly on the
straw.

SEVEN

THE MATERI AL USED TO PACK THE TWVENTY- TWO- | NCH CAVI TY between the
outside of the old walls and the inside of the new walls was haul ed
over fromits storage shed in an open pickup truck. There was a ton of
it and it took four trips. Each consignnent was carefully unl oaded by
a team of eight volunteers. They worked together |ike an ol d-fashioned
bucket -brigade attending a fire. They passed each box along, hand to
hand, into the building, up the stairs to the second floor. The boxes
were stacked in the hallway outside the nodified corner room The

t hree buil ders opened each box in turn and carried the material into
the room Then they stacked it carefully into the w de spaces behind
the new softwood frami ng. The unl oaders generally paused for a nonent
and watched them grateful for a nmonent of rest.

The process |l asted nost of the afternoon because of the anount of
material and the care they took in noving it. Wen the |last of the
four | oads was stacked upstairs, the eight volunteers dispersed. Seven
of them headed for the ness hall. The eighth stretched in the |ast of
the afternoon sun and strolled off. It was his habit. Four or five
times a week, he would take a long walk on his own, especially after a
peri od of heavy work. It was assuned to be his way of rel axing.

He strolled in the forest. There was a beaten path running west
through the silence. He followed it for a half-mle. Then he paused
and stretched again. He used the weary twisting notion of a tired man
easing a sore back to glance around a conplete circle. Then he stepped
si deways off the path. Stopped strolling. Started an urgent wal k. He
dodged trees and foll owed a wi de | oopi ng course west, then north. He
went straight for a particular tree. There was a large flat rock
bedded in needles at its base. He stood still and waited. Listened
hard. Then he ducked down and heaved the rock to one side. Underneath
was a rectangul ar shape wapped in oilcloth. He unfolded the cloth and
took out a small hand-held radio. Pulled the stubby antenna and hit a
button and waited. Then he whispered a | ong and excited nmessage.

When the ol d building was quiet again, the enployer stopped by wth
some strange new instructions. The three buil ders asked no questions.
Just listened carefully. The guy was entitled to get what he wanted.
The new instructions nmeant a certain amount of work would have to be
redone. |In the circunstances, not a problem Even |less of a problem
when the enpl oyer offered a cash bonus on top of the bid price.

The three builders worked fast and it took themless tine than it m ght
have. But it was already evening by the tine they finished. The
junior man stayed behind to pack tools and coil cables. The crew chief
and the other guy drove north in the dark and parked exactly where the
enpl oyer had told themto. Got out of their truck and waited in the

si | ence.

"In here," a voice called. The enployer. "Al the way in back."

They went in. The place was dark. The guy was waiting for them
sonmewhere in the shadows.



These boards any use to you?" the enployer asked.

There was a stack of old pine boards, way in back
"They're good | unber," the enployer said. "Muybe you can use them
Li ke recycling, you know?"

There was sonething el se on the ground beside the stack of boards.
Sonet hi ng strange. The two carpenters stared. Strange hunped shapes.
The two carpenters stared at the strange hunped shapes, then they
stared at each other. Then they turned around. The enployer sniled at
them and raised a dull black automati c.

The resident agent at the FBI's renpte satellite, station was a snart
enough guy to realize it was going to be inportant. He didn't know
exactly how or why it was going to be inportant, but an undercover

i nformant doesn't risk a radio message froma conceal ed | ocation for no
reason. So he copied the details into the FBI computer system His
report flashed across the computer network and | odged in the nassive
mai nframe on the first floor of the FBI's Hoover Building in

Washi ngton, DC. The Hoover Buil di ng dat abase handl es nore new reports
in a. day than there are seconds, so it took a long nmoment for the FB
software to scan through and pick out the key words. Once it had done
so, it lodged the bulletin high in its nmenory and wait ed.

At exactly the same tine, the systemwas | ogging a nessage fromthe FB
Field Ofice in Chicago. The bureau chief up there, Agent-in-Charge
MG ath, was reporting that he'd | ost one of his people. Special Agent
Hol Iy Johnson was missing, |ast seen twelve o' clock Chicago tine,

wher eabouts currently unknown, contact attenpted but not achieved. And
because Holly Johnson was a pretty special case, the nessage carried an
eyes-only code which kept it off every ternminal in the building except
the one all the way upstairs in the director's office.

The director of the FBI got out of a budget review neeting just before
seven-thirty in" the evening. He wal ked back to his office suite and
checked his nessages. H s nane was Harl and Webster and he had been
with the Bureau thirty-six years. He had one nore year to run on his
termas director, and then he'd be gone. So he wasn't |ooking for
trouble, but he found it glowing on the nonitor of his desktop
termnal. He clicked on the report and read it through twice. He

si ghed at the screen

"Shit," he said. "Shit, shit, shit."

The report in fromMGath in Chicago was not the worst news Webster
had ever had in thirty-six years, but it came pretty dam close. He
buzzed the intercomon his desk and his secretary answered.

"Cet me McGrath in Chicago," he said.

"He's on line one," his secretary told him "He's been waiting for
you. "

Webster grunted and hit the button for Iine one. Put the call on the
speaker phone and | eaned back in his chair.

"Mack?" he said. "So what's the story?"



MG ath's voice canme in clear from Chicago.

"Hello, chief," he said. "There is no story. Not yet. Mybe we're
worrying too early, but I got a bad feeling when she didn't show You
know how it is."

"Sure, Mack," Webster said. "You want to confuse nme with sone
fact s?"

"We don't have any facts,”" MG ath said. "She didn't show for a five
o' cl ock case conference. That struck nme as unusual. There were no
nmessages from her anywhere. Her pager and her cell phone are out of
conmi ssion. | asked around and the | ast anybody saw of her was about
twel ve o' cl ock, "

"She was in the office this nmorning?" Wbster asked.

"Al'l nmorning," MG ath said.

"Any appoi ntnents before this five o' clock thing?" Wbster said.

"Nothing in her diary," McGath said. "l don't know what she was doi ng
or where she was doing it."

"Christ, Mck," Webster said. "You were supposed to take care of her
You were supposed to keep her off the damm streets, right?"

"It was her lunch break MG ath said. "Wat the hell could | do?"

There was a silence in the director's suite, broken only by the faint
hum on t he speakerphone. Webster drummed his fingers on his desk.

"What was she working on?" he asked.
"Forget it," McGrath said. "W can assunme this is not interference by
a Bureau suspect, right? Doesn't nake any kind of sense in her

case. "

Webst er nodded to hinsel f.

"In her case, | agree, | guess," he said. "So what else are we | ooking
at ?"

"She was injured,” MGath said. "Tore up her knee playing ball. W
figure maybe she fell, nmade it worse, maybe ended up in the ER W're

checki ng the hospitals now "
Webst er grunt ed.

"Or else there's a boyfriend we don't know about," MG ath said. "Mybe
they're in a notel room sonewhere, getting laid."

"For six hours?" Wbster said. "I should be so lucky."
There was silence again. Then Wbster sat forward.
"OK, Mack," he said. "You know what to do. And you know what not to

do, case like hers, right? Keep in touch. |['ve got to go to the
Pentagon. |1'll be back in an hour. Call me then if you need ne."



Webst er broke the connection and buzzed his secretary to call his car
Then he wal ked out to his private el evator and rode down to the
underground parking lot. Hs driver net himthere and they wal ked
toget her over to the director's bulletproof |inousine.

"Pentagon," Webster said to his driver

Traffic wasn't bad, seven-thirty on a June Monday eveni ng. Took about
el even mnutes to do the two and a half mles. Wbster spent the tine
maki ng urgent calls on his mobile. Calls to various |ocations within
such a tight geographical radius that he could probably have reached
themall by shouting. Then the big car came up to the Pentagon R ver
Entrance and the Marine sentry stepped over. Webster clicked off his
phone and buzzed his wi ndow down for the identification ritual

The director of the FBI," he said. To see the chairman of the joint
chiefs of staff."

The sentry snapped a salute and waved the |inousine through. Wbster
buzzed the wi ndow back up and waited for the driver to stop. Then he
got out and ducked in through the personnel door. Walked through to
the chairman's suite. The chairman's secretary was waiting for him

"Go right through, sir," she said. The general will be along in a
nmonent . "

Webster wal ked into the chairman's office and stood waiting. He |ooked
out through the window. The view was magnificent, but it had a strange
metallic tint. The wi ndow was made of one-way, bulletproof Mylar. It
was a great view, but the wi ndow was on the outside of the building,
right next to the River Entrance, so it had to be protected. Wbster
could see his car, with his driver waiting beside it. Beyond the car
was a view of the Capitol, across the Potomac. Webster could see

sail boats in the Tidal Basin, with the I ast of the evening sun glinting
low on the water. Not a bad office, Wbster thought. Better than

m ne, he thought.

Meeting with the chairman of the joint chiefs of staff was a problem
for the director of the FBI. It was one of those Beltway oddities, a
nmeeting where there was no cast-iron ranking. Wo was superior? Both
were presidential appointees. Both reported to the president through
just one intermediary, the defense secretary or the attorney general
The chairman of the joint chiefs of staff was the highest-ranking
mlitary post that the nation had to offer. The director of the FB
was the highest-ranking | awenforcenent post. Both men were at the
absolute top of their respective greasy poles. But which greasy pole
was taller? It was a problemfor Wbster. 1In the end, it was a
probl em for him because the truth was his pole' was shorter. He
controll ed a budget of two billion dollars and about twenty-five

t housand people. The chairman oversaw a budget of two hundred billion
and about a mllion people. Two million if you added in the Nationa
Guard and the Reserves. The chairman was in the Oval Ofice about once
a week. Webster got there twice a year, if he was |ucky. No wonder
this guy's office was better.

The chai rman hinmsel f was inpressive too. He was a four-star genera
whose rise had been spectacular. He had cone from nowhere and blitzed
upward through the arny just about faster than his tailor could sew the
ri bbons on his uniform The guy had ended up | opsided wth nedal s.
Then he had been hijacked by Washington and noved in and nade the place



his own, like it was some military objective. Wbster heard his
arrival in the anteroomand turned to greet himas he cane into the
of fice.

"Hell o, General," he said.

The chai rman sketched a busy wave and grinned.
"You want to buy some missiles?" he said.

Webster was surprised

"You're selling then?" he said. "Wat mssiles?"
The chai rman shook his head and smi | ed.

"Just kidding," he said. "Arms linmitation. Russians have gotten rid
of a bonber base in Siberia, so now we've got to get rid of the

m ssiles we assigned against it. Treaty conpliance, right? GCot to
play fair. The big stuff, we're selling to Israel. But we've stil

got about a couple hundred little ones, you know, Stingers,
shoul der -1 aunch surface-to-air things. Al surplus. Sonetines | think
we should sell themto the dope dealers. God knows they've got
everything el se they want. Better weapons than we've got, npst of
them™

The chairman tal ked his way around to his chair and sat down. \Wbster
nodded. He'd seen presidents do a simlar thing, tell a joke, tell a
light-hearted story, nman-to-man, get the ice broken, nake the neeting
wor k. The chairman | eaned back and smi | ed.

"So what can | do for you, Director?" he asked.

"We got a report in from Chicago," Wbster said. "Your daughter is
m ssing."

El GHT

BY M DNI GHT | N CHI CAGO THE THI RD- FLOOR CONFERENCE ROOM WAS set up as a
conmand center. FBI technicians had swarmed all evening, running phone
lines into the roomand installing conputer terminals in a |line down
the center of the hardwood table. Now at mdnight it was dark and coo
and quiet. Shiny blackness outside the wall of glass. No scranble to
deci de which side of the table was better

Nobody had gone home. There were seventeen agents spraw ed in the

| eather chairs. Even the Bureau |lawer was still there. No rea
reason for that, but the guy was feeling the same triple-Ilayered
response they all were. The Bureau |ooks after its own. That was

| ayer nunmber one. The Chicago Field Ofice | ooks after Holly Johnson
That was | ayer nunber two. Not just because of her connections. That
had nothing to do with it. Holly was Holly. And |ayer nunber three
was what McGrath wanted, McGrath got. |If MGath was worried about
Holly, then they all were worried, and they all were going to stay
worried until she was found, safe and sound. So they were all stil
there. Quiet, and worried. Until MGath canme |loudly and cheerfully
into the room making a big entrance, snmoking like his |life depended on
it.

"Good news, people, listen up, listen up," he called out.



He dodged his way through to the head of the table. Mirnuring died
i nto sudden silence. Eighteen pairs of eyes, followed him

"W found her," he called out. "We found her, OK? She's safe and
well. Panic's over, folks. W can all relax now "

Ei ght een voices started talking all at once. Al asking the sane
urgent questions. MGath held his hands up for quiet, |ike a nom nee
at arally.

"She's in the hospital," he said. "What happened is her surgeon got a
wi ndow for this afternoon he wasn't expecting. He called her, she went
right over, they took her straight to the OR She's fine, she's

conval esci ng, and she's enbarrassed as all hell for the fuss she's
caused. "

The ei ghteen voices started up again, and McGrath | et themrunble on
for a noment. Then he held his hands up again.

"So, panic over, right?" he called out again, smling.
The runbling got lighter in tone as relief fueled the voices.

"So, people, hone to bed,”" McGath said. "Full working day tonorrow,
right? But thanks for being here. Fromme, and fromHolly. Means a
lot to her. Brogan and M| osevic, you stay awhile, share out her
wor kl oad for the rest of the week. The rest of you, goodnight, sleep
wel |, and thanks again, gentlenen."

Fifteen agents and the | awer smiled and yawned and stood up. Jostled
cheerfully and noisily out of the room MGath and Brogan and

M1l osevic were left scattered in random seats, far from each other

MG ath wal ked over in the sudden silence to the door. Cosed it
quietly. Turned back and faced the other two.

That was all bullshit,” he said. "As I'msure you both guessed."
Brogan and M1l osevic just stared at him

"Webster called nme," McGath said. "And |I'm sure you can both guess
why. Major, major DC involverent. They're going ape shit down there.
V.1.P kidnap, right? Wbster's been given personal responsibility. He
wants total secrecy and m ni mum nunbers. He wants everybody up here
off this case right now except ne plus a teamof twd. M choice.

pi cked the two of you because you know her best. So it's the three of
us. We deal direct with Webster, and we don't talk to anybody el se at
all, OK?"

Brogan stared at himand nodded. M osevic nodded in turn. They knew
they were the obvious choices for the job. But to be chosen by MG ath
for any reason was an honor. They knewit,

and they knew McGrath knew they knew it. So they nodded again, nore
firmy. Then there was silence for a long nonent. MG ath's cigarette
snoke mngled with the silence up near the ceiling. The clock on the
wal | ticked around toward half past mi dnight.

"OK," Brogan said finally. "So what now?"



"W work all night, is what," MGath said. "Al day, all night, every
day, every night, until we find her."

He gl anced at the two of them Reviewed his choices. An adequate
team he thought. A good m xture. Brogan was older, drier, a

pessim st. A conpact man with a tidy, ordered approach, laced with
enough i magi nation to make himuseful. An untidy private life, with a
girlfriend and a couple of ex-w ves sonmewhere, all costing himbig
bucks and worry, but it never interfered with his work. Ml osevic was
younger, less intuitive, flashier, but solid. A permanent sidekick
whi ch was not necessarily a fault. A weakness for big expensive
four-wheel -drives, but everybody needs sone kind of a hobby. Both of
them were medi umterm Bureau veterans, with nileage on their clocks and
scal ps on their belts. Both of them were focused and neither of them
ever bitched about the work or the hours. O the salary, which nade

t hem just about unique. An adequate team They were new to Chicago,
but this investigation was not going to stay in Chicago. MG ath was
just about sure of that.

"Mlo, you figure out her novenents," he said. "Every step, every
m nute fromtwelve noon."

M | osevi ¢ nodded vaguely, like he was already |lost in doing that.

"Brogan, background checks," MG ath said. "W need to find sone
reason here."

Brogan nodded dourly, |ike he knew the reason was going to be the
begi nning and the end of the whol e thing.

"I start with the old guy?" he asked.

"Cbviously," McGath said. That's what | would do."
"OK, which one?" Brogan asked.

"\Whi chever one," McGath replied. "Your choice."

Sevent een hundred and two nil es away anot her executive decision had
been taken. A decision about the third carpenter. The enployer drove
back to the white building in the crew chiefs pickup. The third
carpenter had finished up stacking the tools and he took a step forward
when he saw the vehicl e approaching. Then he stopped in puzzl ement
when he saw the huge figure at the wheel. He stood, uncertain, while
the enpl oyer pulled up at the curb and heaved hinsel f out.

"OK?" the enployer said to him
"Where are the guys?" the carpenter asked.

"Somet hing canme up," the enployer said. "Something came up."

"Probl en?" the guy asked.

He went quiet, because he was thinking about his share of the price. A
mnority share, for sure, because he was the junior guy, but a mnority
share of that price was still nore cash than he'd seen in a long

tine.

"You got a saw there?" the enpl oyer asked.



The guy just | ooked at him

"Dunmb question, right?" the enployer said. "You' re a carpenter and
I'"masking you if you got a saw? Just show me your best saw. "

The guy stood still for a monent, then he ducked down and pulled a
power saw fromthe stack of tools. A big thing in dull netal, w cked
circular blade, fresh sawdust caked all around it.

"Crosscut?" the enpl oyer asked. "Good for ripping through real tough
stuf f?"

The guy nodded.

"It does the job," he said, cautiously.

"OK, here's the deal," the enployer said. "W need a denonstration."
"OfF the saw?" the guy asked.

"OfF the room" the enpl oyer said.

"The roon?" the guy repeated.

"Supposed to be nobody can get out of it," the enployer said. "That's
the idea behind it, right?"

"You designed it," the guy said.

"But did you build it right?" the enployer said. "That's what |I'm
asking here. W need a trial run. A denmpnstration to prove it serves
its purpose.”

"OK, how?" the guy asked.

"You go in there," the enmployer said. "See if you can get out by
morning. You built it, right? So you know all the weak spots. |If
anybody can get out, you can, that's for dam sure, right?"

The guy was quiet for a long nonent. Trying to understand.
"And if | can?" he asked.
The enpl oyer shrugged.

Then you don't get paid," he said. "Because you didn't build it
right."

The guy went quiet again. Wndering if the enpl oyer was joking.

"You spot the flaw in nmy logic?" the enployer asked. "The way you're
figuring it right now, it's in your interest just to sit there on your
ass all night, then tonmorrow you say to nme no sir, | couldn't get out
of there, no sir, not at all."

The carpenter |aughed a short nervous | augh

"That's how I was thinking," he said.



"So what you need is an incentive," the enployer said. "Understand? To
make sure you try real hard to get out."

The carpenter glanced up at the bl anked-of f second-story corner. \Wen
he gl anced back down, there was a dull black automatic in the
enpl oyer's hand.

"There's a sack in the truck," the enployer said, 'go get it, OK?"

The carpenter just |ooked around, astonished. The enployer pointed the
gun at his head.

"Cet the sack," he said quietly.

There was nothing in the pickup bed. There was a burlap sack on the
passenger seat. Wapped into a package nmaybe a foot and a half | ong.
It was heavy. Felt like reaching into a freezer at the market and
pul ling out a side of pig.

"Open it up,"” the enployer called. "Take a |ook."

The carpenter peeled back the burlap. First thing he saw was a finger.
lcy white, because the bl ood had drained. Yellow workman's call uses
standi ng out, big and obvi ous.

"I"'mgoing to put you in the roomnow," the enployer called to him
"You don't get out by nmorning, I'mgoing to do that to you, OK? Wth
your own damm saw, because m ne went dull doing those."

NI NE

REACHER LAY QUI ETLY ON THE DI RTY STRAWIN H' S STALL I N THE cow barn.

Not asl eep, but his body was shut down to the point where he mnight as
wel | have been. Every nuscle was rel axed and his breathing was sl ow
and even. His eyes were closed because the barn was dark and there was
nothing to see. But his mnd was wi de awake. Not racing, but just
powering steadily along with that special nighttime intensity you get
in the absence of any other distractions.

He was doing two things at once. First he was keeping track of tinme.

It was nearly two hours since he had | ast | ooked at his watch, but he
knew what time it was to within about twenty seconds. It was an old
skill, born of many | ong wakeful nights on active service. Wen you're
waiting for sonething to happen, you close your body down |ike a beach
house in winter and you let your mnd | ock on to the steady pace of the
passi ng seconds. It's |like suspended animation. It saves energy and
it lifts the responsibility for your heartbeat away from your

unconci ous brain and passes it on to sone kind of a hidden clock. Mkes
a huge bl ack space for thinking in. But it keeps you just awake enough
to be ready for whatever you need to be ready for. And it means you

al ways know what tine it is.

The second si mul taneous thing Readi er was doi ng was playing around with
alittle nental arithmetic. He was nultiplying big nunbers in his
head. He was thirty-seven years and ei ght nonths old, just about to
the day. Thirty-seven nmultiplied by three hundred and sixty-five was
thirteen thousand five hundred and five. Plus twelve days for twelve

| eap years was thirteen thousand five hundred and seventeen. Eight

nmont hs counting fromhis birthday in Cctober forward to this date in
June was two hundred and forty-three days. Total of thirteen thousand



seven hundred and sixty days since he was born. Thirteen thousand
seven hundred and sixty days, thirteen thousand seven hundred and sixty
nights. He was trying to place this particular night sonewhere on that
endless scale. In ternms of how bad it was.

Truth was, it wasn't the best night he had ever passed, but it was a
long way frombeing the worst. A very long way. The first four or so
years of his life, he couldn't remenber anything at all, which left
about twel ve thousand three hundred nights to account for. Probability
was, this particular night was up there in the top third. Wthout even
trying hard, he could have reel ed of f thousands of nights worse than
this one. Tonight, he was warm confortable, uninjured, not under any
i medi ate threat, and he'd been fed. Not well, but he felt that cane
froma lack of skill rather than fromactive malice. So physically he
had no conpl ai nts.

Mentally it was a different story. He was suspended in a vacuum j ust
as inpenetrable as the darkness inside the cow barn. The probl em was
the total lack of information. He was not a guy who necessarily felt
unconfortable with sone |ack of information. He was the son of a
Marine officer and he had lived the mlitary life literally all the way
since birth. Therefore confusion and unpredictability were what he was
accustoned to. But tonight there was just too nmuch m ssing.

He didn't know where he was. Wether by accident or by design, the

t hree ki dnapers had given himabsolutely no clue at all where they were
headed. It made himfeel adrift. H's particular problemwas, |iving
the mlitary life frombirth, out of those thirteen thousand seven
hundred and sixty days of his life he'd spent probably much less than a
fifth of themactually inside the United States. He was as American as
the president, but he'd lived and served all over the world nost of his
life. CQutside the

United States. It had left himknowing his own country about as well
as the average seven-year-old knows it. So he couldn't decode the
subtle rhythnms and feel and snmells of Anerica as well as he wanted to.
It was possible that sonebody el se could interpret the unseen contours
of the invisible |andscape or the feel of the air or the tenperature of

the night and say yes, I'min this state now or that state now. It was
possi bl e people could do that. But Reacher couldn't. It gave hima
pr obl em

Added to that he had no idea who the kidnapers were. O what their
busi ness was. O what their intentions were. He'd studied them

cl osely, every opportunity he'd had. Conclusions were difficult. The
evi dence was all contradictory. Three of them youngish, naybe
somewhere between thirty and thirty-five, fit, trained to act together
with a nmeasure of efficiency. They were alnost mlitary, but not
quite. They were organized, but not official. Their appearance

shri eked: anateurs.

Because they were so neat. They all had new clothes, plain chain store
cottons and poplins, fresh haircuts. Their weapons were fresh out of
the box. The O ocks were brand-new. The shotgun was brand- new,
packi ng grease still visible. Those factors neant they weren't any

ki nd of professionals. Because professionals do this stuff every day.
Whoever they are, Special Forces, CIA FBI, detectives, it's their job.
They wear working clothes. They use weapons they signed out |ast year
the year before, tried and trusted weapons, chi pped weapons, scratched
weapons, working tools. Put three professionals together on any one



day, and you'll see last night's pizza on one guy's shirt, another guy
won't have shaved, the third guy will be wearing the awful old pants
hi s buddi es make jokes about behind his back. |It's possible you'll see
a new jacket once in a while, or a fresh gun, or new shoes, but the
chances of seeing everything new all at once on three working

prof essionals on the same day are so slimas to be absurd.

And their attitude betrayed them Conpetent, but junpy, uptight,
hostile, rude, tense. Trained to sonme degree, but not practiced. Not
experi enced. They'd rehearsed the theory, and they were smart enough
to avoid any gross errors, but they didn't have the habituation of
prof essionals. Therefore these three were sone kind of amateurs. And
t hey had ki dnaped a brand-new FBI agent. Wy? What the hell could a
brand-new FBI agent have done to anybody? Readier had no idea. And

t he brand-new FBlI agent in question wasn't saying. Just another
conponent he couldn't begin to figure. But not the biggest conponent.
The bi ggest conponent he couldn't begin to figure was why the hell he
was still there.

He had no problemw th how he had gotten grabbed up in the first place.
Just a freak of chance had put him al ongside Holly Johnson at the exact
time the snatch was going down. He was confortable with that. He
under st ood freak chances. Life was built out of freak chances, however
much people would like to pretend otherwi se. And he never wasted tine
specul ati ng about how things m ght have been different, if this and if
that. Ooviously if he'd been strolling on that particular Chicago
street a minute earlier or a mnute |later, he'd have been right past
that dry-cl eaners and never known a dam thing about all this. But he
hadn't been strolling a minute earlier or a mnute later, and the freak
chance had happened, and he wasn't about to waste his tine wondering
where he'd be nowif it hadn't.

But what he did need to pin down was why he was still there, just over
fourteen hours later, according to the clock inside his head. He'd had
two margi nal chances and one cast-iron certainty of getting out. Right
away, on the street, he could have nmade it. Probably. The possibility
of collateral damage had stopped him Then in the abandoned I ot,
getting into the white truck, he mght have nmade it. Probably. Three
agai nst one, both tines, but they were three amateurs agai nst Jack
Reacher, and he felt confortabl e enough about those odds.

The cast-iron certainty was he coul d have been out of the cow barn, say
an hour after the three guys returned fromthe gas station with the
truck. He could have slipped the cuff again, clinbed the wall and
dropped down into the barnyard and been away. Just jogged over to the
road and wal ked away and di sappeared. Wy hadn't he done that?

He lay there in the huge inky blackness of relaxation and realized it
was Holly that was keeping himthere. He hadn't bailed out because he
couldn't take the risk. The three guys could have pani cked and wasted
her and run. Reacher didn't want that to happen. Holly was a snart,
spirited woman. Sharp, inpatient, confident, tough as hell.
Attractive, in a shy, unforced sort of a way. Dark, slim a lot of
intelligence and energy.

Great eyes. Eyes were Reacher's thing. He was lost in a pair of
pretty eyes.

But it wasn't her eyes that were doing it to him Not her |ooks. O
her intelligence or her personality. It was her knee. That's what was



doing it to him Her guts and her dignity. The sight of a
good- | ooki ng spirited woman cheerfully fighting an unaccustoned
disability seemed |ike a brave and noble thing to Reacher. It nade her
his type of person. She was coping with it. She was doing it well.
She wasn't conplaining. She wasn't asking for his help. And because
she wasn't asking for it, she was going to get it.

TEN

FI VE- THI RTY TUESDAY MORNI NG FBI SPECI AL AGENT BROGAN WAS al one in the
third-fl oor neeting room using one of the newy installed phone |ines
for an early call to his girlfriend. Five-thirty in the norning is not
the best time to deliver an apology for a broken date fromthe night

bef ore, but Brogan had been very busy, and he antici pated bei ng busier
still. So he nade the call. He woke her and told her he had been tied
up, and probably would be for the rest of the week. She was sleepy and
annoyed, and made himrepeat it all twice. Then she chose to interpret
the nessage as a cowardly prelude to sone kind of a brush-off. Brogan
got annoyed in turn. He told her the Bureau had to conme first. Surely
she understood that? It was not the best point to be making to a

sl eepy, annoyed woman at five-thirty in the norning. They had a short
row and Brogan hung up, depressed. Hi s partner M| osevic was alone in
his own office cubicle. Slunmped in his chair, also depressed. Hi s
problem was a |l ack of imagination. It was his biggest weakness.

MG ath had told himto trace Holly Johnson's every move from noon
yesterday. But he hadn't come up with anything. He had seen her

| eaving the FBI Building. Stepping out of the door, onto the street,
forearmjamed into the curved-nmetal clip of her hospital cane. He had
seen her getting that far. But then the picture just went blank. He'd
t hought hard all night, and told MG ath not hing.

Five-forty, he went to the bathroom and got nore coffee. Stil

m serable. He wal ked back to his desk. Sat down, lost in thought for
a long time. Then he glanced at the heavy gold watch on his wist.
Checked the time. Smiled. Felt better. Thought sone nore. Checked
his watch again. He nodded to himself. Now he could tell MG ath
where Holly Johnson had gone at twelve o'clock yesterday.

Sevent een hundred and two niles away panic had set in. Nunb shock had
carried the carpenter through the first hours. 1t had made hi m weak
and aqui escent. He had let the enployer hustle himup the stairs and
into the room Then nunb shock had made hi mwaste his first hours,

just sitting and staring. Then he had started up with a crazy optimnm sm
that this whole thing was sone kind of a bad Hall oween joke. That made
hi m waste his next hours convinced nothing was goi ng to happen. But
then, like prisoners everywhere |ocked up alone in the cold small hours
of the night, all his defenses stripped away and | eft hi m shaki ng and
desperate with panic.

Wth half his time gone, he burst into frantic action. But he knew it
was hopel ess. The irony was crushing him They had worked hard on
this room They had built it right. Dollar signs had danced in front
of their eyes. They had cut no corners. They had left out all their
usual shoddy carpenters' tricks. Every single board was straight and
tight. Every single nail was punched way down bel ow the grain. There

were no wi ndows. The door was solid. It was hopeless. He spent an
hour running around the roomlike a madman. He ran his rough pal s
over every square inch of every surface. Floor, ceiling, walls. It

was the best job they had ever done. He ended up crouched in a corner
staring at his hands, crying.



The dry-cleaner's,”" McGath said. That's where she went."

He was in the third-floor conference room Head of the table, seven
o' cl ock, Tuesday norning. Opening a fresh pack of cigarettes.

"She did?" Brogan said. The dry-cleaner's?"
MG at h nodded.

Tell him MIlo," he said.

M1 osevic sniled.

"I just remenbered," he said. "I've worked with her five weeks, right?
Si nce she bust up her knee? Every Mnday |unchtime, she takes in her
cleaning. Picks up last week's stuff. No reason for it to be any

di fferent yesterday."

"OK," Brogan said. "Which cleaners?"
M | osevi ¢ shook his head.

"Don't know," he said. "She always went on her own. | always offered
to do it for her, but she said no, every tinme, five strai ght Mondays.
XK if | hel ped her out on Bureau business, but she wasn't about to have
me runni ng around after her cleaning. She's a very independent type of
a woman. "

"But she wal ked there, right?" MG ath said.

"Right," Mlosevic said. "She always wal ked. Wth maybe ei ght or nine
t hi ngs on hangers. So we're safe to conclude the place she used is
fairly near here."

Brogan nodded. Smiled. They had some kind of a lead. He pulled the
Yel | ow Pages over and opened it up to D. "Wat sort of a radius are we
giving it?" he said.

McG at h shrugged.

Twenty mnutes there, twenty mnutes back," he said. That would be
about the max, right? Wth that crutch, | can't see her doing nore
than a quarter-mle in twenty mnutes. Linping like that? Call it a
square, a half-mle on a side, this building in the center. Wat does
that give us?"

Brogan used the AAA street map. He made a crude conpass with his thunb
and forefinger. Adjusted it to a half-nile according to the scale in
the margin. Drew a square across the thicket of streets. Then he
flipped back and forth between the map and the Yell ow Pages. Ticked

of f names with his pencil. Counted them up
Twent y-one establishnents,” he said.

MG ath stared at him

Twenty-one?" he said. "Are you sure?"

Brogan nodded. Slid the phone book across the shiny hardwood.



Twenty-one," he said. "Cbviously people in this town |like to keep
their clothes real clean.”

"OK," McGath said. Twenty-one places. Hit the road, guys."

Brogan took ten addresses and M| osevic took el even. MG ath issued
them both with I arge col or bl ow ups of Holly Johnson's file photograph
Then he nodded them out and waited in his chair at the head of the
conference-roomtable, next to the tel ephones, slunped, staring into
space, snmoking, drumming a worried little rhythmw th the blunt end of
his pencil.

He heard faint sounds nuch earlier than he thought he should. He had
no watch and no wi ndows, but he was certain it was not yet norning. He
was certain he had anot her hour. Maybe two. But he coul d hear noise.
Peopl e noving in the street outside. He held his breath and |istened.
Maybe three or four people. He quartered the roomagain. Frozen with
i ndeci sion. He should be poundi ng and ki cki ng at the new pi ne boards.
He knew that. But he wasn't. Because he knew it was hopel ess, and
because he felt in his gut he must be silent. He had becone sure of
that. Convinced. |If he was silent, they might |eave him alone. They
m ght forget he was in there.

Ml osevic found the right place, the seventh of the el even

establishnments on his list. It was just opening up for business,
seven-forty in the norning. Just a storefront place, but el egant, not
really aimed at the typical commter's cheap worsteds. It advertised

all kinds of specialized processes and customtreatnments. There was a
Korean woman in charge of the store. M1 osevic showed her his FB
shield and placed Holly's file picture flat on the counter in front of
her .

"You ever see this person?" he asked her

The Korean woman | ooked at the picture, politely, with concentration
her hands cl asped toget her behind her back

"Sure," she said. That's M ss Johnson, cones in every Nbonday."

M | osevic stepped closer to the counter. He |eaned up close to the
worran.

"She cone in yesterday?" M osevic asked her
The woman t hought about it and nodded.
"Sure," she said. "Like I told you, she comes in every Monday."

"What kind of tinme?" he asked.

"Lunch hour," the woman said. "Always |unch hour."

"About twelve?" he said. Twelve-thirty, something |like that?"

"Sure," the woman said. "Always |lunch hour on a MNonday."

"OK, yesterday," MIlosevic said. "Wat happened?”

The woman shrugged.



"Not hi ng happened, " she said. "She cane in, she took her garnents, she
paid, she left some garnents to be cl eaned.”

"Anybody with her?" he asked.

"Nobody with her," the worman said. "Nobody ever with her."
"Which direction was she headed?" M Il osevic asked.

The wonman poi nted back towards the Federal Buil ding.

"She cane fromthat direction," she said.

"I didn't ask you where she canme from" MIlosevic said. "Were did she
head when she left?"

The woman paused.

"I didn't see," she said. "I took her garnents through to the back. |
heard the door open, but | couldn't see where she went. | was in
back. "

"You just grabbed her stuff?" MIlosevic said. "Rushed through to the
back before she was out of here?"

The wonman faltered, |ike she was being accused of an inpolite ness
"Not rushed," she said. "M ss Johnson was wal ki ng sl ow. Bad | eg,
right? 1 felt |I shouldn't stare at her. | felt she was enbarrassed.
wal ked her clothes through to the back so she wouldn't feel | was

wat chi ng her."

M | osevi c nodded and tilted his head back and sighed up at the ceiling.
Saw a video canera mounted hi gh above the counter

"What's that?" he said.

The Korean worman twi sted and fol |l owed his gaze.

"Security," she said. "lnsurance conpany says we got to have it."
"Does it work?" he asked.

"Sure it works,'
to."

the wonan said. "lnsurance conpany says it's got

"Does it run all the tine?" M/ osevic asked.
The woman nodded and gi ggl ed.

"Sure it does," she said. "It's running right now You'll be on the
tape."

M | osevi ¢ checked his watch

"I need yesterday's tape," he said. "lImmediately."

The wonan faltered again. Ml osevic pulled his shield for the second
tine.



"This is an FBl investigation," he said. "Oficial federal business. |

need that tape, right now, OK?"

The wonman nodded and held up her hand to nake himwait. Stepped

t hrough a door to the rear of the establishment. Cane back out after a
long nonment with a blast of chemical snmell and a video cassette in her
hand.

"You let ne have it back, OK?" she said. "Insurance company says we
got to keep themfor a nmonth."

M1l osevic took it straight in and by eight-thirty the Bureau
techni ci ans were swarmng all over the third-floor conference room
agai n, hooking up a standard VHS player to the bank of nonitors piled
down the mddle of the long table. There was a problemw th a fuse,
and then the right wire proved too short, so a computer had to be noved
to allow the video player to get nearer to the center of the table.
Then the head tech handed MG ath the renote and nodded

"Al'l yours, chief," he said.

MG ath sent himout of the roomand the three agents crowded around
the screens, waiting for the picture to roll. The screens faced the
wal I of wi ndows, so they all three had their backs to the glass. But
at that tinme of day, there was no danger of anybody getting
unconfortabl e because right then the bright nmorning sun was bl asting
t he other side of the building.

That same sun rolled on seventeen hundred and two miles from Chicago
and nmade it bright norning outside the white building. He knew it had
cone. He could hear the quiet ticking as the old wood frane warned

t hrough. He could hear nmuffled voices outside, below him down at
street level. The sound of people starting a new day.

Hs fingernails were gone. He had found a gap where two boards were
not hard together. He had forced his fingertips down and |levered with
all his strength. H's nails had torn off, one after the other. The
board had not noved. He had scuttled backward into a corner and curl ed
up on the floor. He had sucked his bloodied fingers and now his nmouth
was sneared all around with blood, Iike a child s with cake.

He heard footsteps on the staircase. A big man, noving lightly. The
sound halted outside the door. The lock clicked back. The door

opened. The enployer looked in at him Bloated face, two nickel -sized
red spots burning high on his cheeks.

"You're still here," he said.

The carpenter was paral yzed. Couldn't nove, couldn't speak

"You failed," the enployer said.

There was silence in the room The only sound was the slow ticking of
the wood frame as the norning sun slid over the roof.

"So what shall we do now?" the enployer asked.

The carpenter just stared blankly at him Didn't nmove. Then the
enpl oyer sniled a relaxed, friendly snmle. Like he was suddenly



surprised about sonet hi ng.

"You think | neant it?" he said, gently.

The carpenter blinked. Shook his head, slightly, hopefully.
"You hear anything?" the enployer asked him

The carpenter |istened hard. He could hear the quiet ticking of the
wood, the song of the forest birds, the silent sound of sunny norning
air.

"You were just kidding around?" he asked.

H s voice was a dry croak. Relief and hope and dread were jaming his
tongue into the roof of his nouth.

"Listen," the enployer said.

The carpenter listened. The frame ticked, the birds sang, the warmair
sighed. He heard nothing else. Silence. Then he heard a click. Then
he heard a whine. It started slow and quiet and stabilized up at a
famliar loud pitch. It was a sound he knew. It was the sound of a
bi g power saw being run up to speed.

"Now do you think I neant it?" the enployer screaned
ELEVEN

HOLLY JOHNSON HAD BEEN M LDLY DI SAPPO NTED BY REACHER S assessnent of
t he cash val ue of her wardrobe. Readier had said he figured she had
maybe fifteen or twenty outfits, four hundred bucks an outfit, maybe
eight grand in total. Truth was she had thirty-four business suits in
her closet. She'd worked three years on Wall Street. She had eight
grand tied up in the shoes alone. Four hundred bucks was what she had
spent on a blouse, and that was when she felt driven by native comobn
sense to be a little econonical

She |liked Armani. She had thirteen of his spring suits. Spring
clothes fromMIlan were just about right for npst of the Chicago
summer. Maybe in the really fierce heat of August she'd break out her
Moschi no shifts, but June and July, Septenber too if she was |ucky, her
Armanis were the thing. Her favorites were the dark-peach shades she'd
bought in her last year in the brokerage house. Sone nysterious
Italian blend of silks. Cut and tailored by peopl e whose ancestors had
been fingering fine materials for hundreds of years. They look at it
and consider it and cut it and it just falls into nmarvel ous soft

shapes. Then they market it and a Wall Street broker buys it and | oves
it and is still wearing it two years into the future when she's a new
FBI agent and she gets snatched off a Chicago street. She's stil
wearing it eighteen hours later after a sleepless night on the filthy
straw in a cow barn. By that point, the thing is no | onger something
that Armani woul d recogni ze.

The three ki dnapers had returned with the truck and backed it into the
cow barn's central concrete aisle. Then they had | ocked the barn door
and di sappeared. Holly guessed they had spent the night in the
farmhouse. Reacher had slept quietly in his stall, chained to the
railing, while she tossed and turned in the straw, sleepless, thinking
urgently about him



H s safety was her responsibility. He was an innocent passerby, caught
up in her business. Whatever else |lay ahead for her, she had to take
care of him That was her duty. He was her burden. And he was |ying.
Hol ly was absolutely certain he was not a blues club doorman. And she
was pretty certain what he was. The Johnson famly was a military

fam ly. Because of her father, Holly had lived on arny bases her whole
life, right up to Yale. She knew the arny. She knew soldiers. She
knew t he types and she knew Reacher was one. To her practiced eye, he
| ooked li ke one. Acted Iike one. Reacted Iike one. It was possible a
doorman could pick locks and clinmb walls |ike an ape, but if a doorman
did go ahead and do that, he would do it with an air of unfamliarity
and daring and breathl essness which would be quite distinctive. He
wouldn't do it like it cane as naturally as blinking. Reacher was a
qui et, contained man, relaxed, fit, clearly trained to the point of
some kind of superhuman calm He was probably ten years ol der than she
was, but sonewhere | ess than forty, about six feet five, huge, maybe
two-twenty, blue eyes, thinning fair hair. Big enough to be a doorman,
and ol d enough to have been around, that was for sure, but he was a
soldier. A soldier, claimng to be a doorman. But why?

Holly had no idea. She just lay there, unconfortable, listening to his
qui et breathing, twenty feet away. Doorman or soldier, ten years ol der
or not, it was her responsibility to get himto safety. She didn't

sl eep. Too busy thinking, and her knee was too painful. At
eight-thirty on her watch, she heard hi mwake up. Just a subtle change
in the rhythm of his breathing.

"Good norning, Reacher," she called out.
"Morning, Holly," he said. They're com ng back."

It was silent, but after a | ong noment she heard footsteps outside.
Cinbs |ike an ape, hears like a bat, she thought. Some door nan.

"You OK?" Reacher called to her

She didn't answer. His welfare was her responsibility, not the other
way around. She heard a rattle as the barn door was unl ocked. It

roll ed open and daylight flooded in. She caught a glinpse of enpty
green country. Pennsylvania, maybe, she thought. The three kidnapers
wal ked in and the door was pulled shut.

"CGet up, bitch," the | eader said to her

She didn't nove. She was seized by an overpowering desire not to be
put back inside the truck. Too dark, too unconfortable, too tedious.
She didn't know if she could take another day in there, swaying,
jolting, above all totally unaware of where the hell she was being
taken, or why, or by who. Instinctively she grabbed the netal railing
and held on, armtensed, |like she was going to put up a struggle. The
| eader stood still and pulled out his Cock. Looked down at her

Two ways of doing this," he said. The easy way, or the hard way."

She didn't reply. Just sat there in the straw and held on tight to the
railing. The ugly driver took three steps nearer and started smling,
staring at her breasts again. She felt naked and revolted under his
gaze.



"Your choice, bitch," the | eader said.
She heard Reacher noving in his stall.

"No, it's your choice," she heard himcall to the guy. "W need to be
alittle nmutual here. Co-operative, right? You want us to get back in
your truck, you need to make it worth our while."

H's voice was calmand low. Holly stared across at him Saw him
sitting there, chained up, unarned, facing a | oaded automati c weapon,
totally powerl ess by any reasonable definition of the word, three
hostil e nen staring down at him

"W need sone breakfast," Reacher said. Toast, with grape jelly. And
coffee, but nake it a lot stronger than last night's crap, OK? Good
coffee is very inmportant to ne. You need to understand that. Then put
a couple of mattresses in the truck. One queen size, one twin. Mke
us a sofa in there. Then we'll get in."

There was total silence. Holly glanced between the two nmen. Reacher
was fixing the leader with a calm |evel gaze fromthe fiQ

floor. Hi s blue eyes never blinked. The |eader was staring down at
him Tension visible in the air. The driver had torn his gaze away
from her body and was | ooking at Reacher. Anger in his eyes. Then the
| eader snapped around and nodded the other two out of the barn with
him Holly heard the door |ocking behind them

"You eat toast?" Reacher said to her
She was too breathl ess to answer.

"When they bring it, send it back," he said. "Mike themdo it over.
Say it's too pale or too burnt or sonething."

"What the hell do you think you' re doing?" she asked.

"Psychol ogy," Reacher said. "W need to start getting sonme dom nance
here. Situation like this, it's very inportant.”

She stared at him
"Just do it, OK?" he said, calmy

She did it. The junpy guy brought the toast. It was just about
perfect, but she rejected it. She looked at it with the disdain she'd
use on a sl oppy bal ance sheet and said it was too well done. She was
standing with all her weight on one foot, |ooking |Iike a ness, dung al
over her peach Armani, but she nanaged enough haughty contenpt to
intimdate the guy. He went back to the farmhouse kitchen and nmade
nor e.

It cane with a pot of strong coffee and Holly and Reacher ate their
separ at e breakfasts, chains clanking, twenty feet apart, while the
other two guys hauled mattresses into the barn. One queen, one twin.
They pulled themup into the back of the truck and laid the queen out
on the floor and stood the twin at right angles to it, up against the
back of the cab bul khead. Holly watched themdo it and felt a whole

| ot better about the day. Then she suddenly realized exactly where
Reacher's psychol ogy had been ainmed. Not just at the three kidnapers.



At her too. He didn't want her to get into a fight. Because she'd
lose. He'd risked doing what he'd done to defuse a hopel ess
confrontation. She was amazed. Totally amazed. She thought bl ankly:
for Christ's sake, this guy's got it ass-backward. He's trying to take
care of ne.

"You want to tell us your nanes?" Reacher asked, calmy. "W're
spendi ng sone tinme together, we can be a little civilized about it,
ri ght?"

Hol |y saw the | eader just |ooking at him The guy made no reply.

"We've seen your faces," Readier said. Telling us your nanes isn't
going to do you any harm And we nmight as well try to get along."

The guy thought about it and nodded.
"Loder," he said.

The little junmpy guy shifted feet.

"Stevie," he said.
Reacher nodded. Then the ugly driver realized all four were |ooking at
him He ducked his head.

"I"'mnot telling you nmy nane," he said. "Hell should I?"

"And let's be real clear,"” the guy called Loder said. "Cvilized is
not the sane thing as friendly, right?"

Hol |y saw himaimhis C ock at Reacher's head and hold it there for a
long noment. Nothing in his face. Not the sane thing as friendly.
Reacher nodded. A small cautious novenent. They left their toast
plates and their coffee nugs |lying on the straw and the guy called
Loder unl ocked their chains. They net in the central aisle. Two

d ocks and a shotgun ained at them The ugly driver leering. Reacher
| ooked himin the eye and ducked down and picked Holly up like she

wei ghed nothing at all. Carried her the ten paces to the truck. Put
her down gently inside. They craw ed forward together to the

i mprovi sed sofa. Got thensel ves confortable.

The truck's rear doors slamred and | ocked. Holly heard the big barn
door open up. The truck's engine turned over and caught. They drove
out of the barn and bounced a hundred and fifty yards over the rough
track. Turned an invisible right angle and cruised straight and sl ow
down a road for fifteen mnutes.

"We aren't in Pennsylvania," Holly said. "Roads are too straight. Too
flat."

Reacher just shrugged at her in the dark

"We aren't in handcuffs anynore, either," he said. "Psychol ogy."

TVWELVE
HELL 1S THI S?" AGENT- 1 N- CHARGE MCGRATH SAID. He thunbed the renote

and rewound the tape. Then he pressed play and watched it again. But
what he saw meant nothing at all. The video screens were filled with



j erky speeding i nages and shashy white snow.
"Hell is going on here?" he asked again.

Brogan crowded in and shook his head. M osevic pushed closer to | ook
He' d brought the tape in, so he felt personally responsible for it.
McGath hit rewind again and tried once nore. Sane result. Just a

bl ur of disjointed flashing pictures.

"CGet the damm tech guy back in here," he shouted.

M |l osevic used the phone on the credenza next to the coffee pot. Called
upstairs to tech services. The head tech was in the roomwthin a

m nute. The tone of MIlosevic's voice had told himto hurry nore
effectively than any words coul d have.

"Dam tape won't run properly,” MGath told him

The technician took the renpte in his hand with that blend of
famliarity and unfanmliarity that tech guys use the world over.
They're all at hone with conpl ex equi pnment, but each individual piece
has its own peculiarities. He peered at the buttons and pressed
rewind, firmy, with a chewed thunb. The tape whirred back and he
pressed play and wat ched the disjointed stream of flashing images and
vi deo snow.

"Can you fix that?" MG ath asked hi m

The tech stopped the tape and hit rew nd again. Shook his head.
"I't's not broken," he said. That's howit's supposed to be. Typica
cheap surveillance video. What it does is record a freeze-frane,
probably every ten seconds or so. Just one frame, every ten seconds.
Li ke a sequence of snapshots.™

"Why?" MG ath asked him

"Cheap and easy," the guy said. "You can get a whole day on one tape
that way. Low cost, and you don't have to remenber to change the
cassette every three hours. You just change it in the norning. And
assum ng a stick-up takes longer than ten seconds to conplete, you've
got the perp's face right there on tape, at |east once."

"OK," McGath said inpatiently. "So how do we use it?"

The tech used two fingers together. Pressed play and freeze at the
same time. Up on the screen canme a perfect black-and-white stil
picture of an enpty store. |In the bottomleft corner was Mnday's date
and the tinme, seven thirty-five in the norning. The tech held the
renote out to McGrath and pointed to a snmall button

"See this?" he said. "Frame-advance button. Press this and the tape
rolls on to the next still. Usually for sports, right? Hockey? You
can see the puck go right in the net. O for porn. You can see

what ever you need to see. But on this type of a system it junps you
ahead ten seconds. Like on to the next snapshot, right?"

MG ath cal ned down and nodded.

"Way's it in black-and-white?" he said.



"Cheap canera," the tech guy said. "The whole thing is a cheap system
They only put themin because the insurance conpanies tell themthey
got to."

He handed the renote to McGrath and headed back for the door
"You want anything el se, you let me know, OK?" he call ed.

He got no reply because everybody was staring at the screen as McGath
started inching his way through the tape. Every time he hit the

frame- advance button, a broad band of white snow scrolled down the
screen and unveiled a new picture, same aspect, sane angle, same dim
nmonochrone gray, but the tinme code at the bottom junped ahead ten
seconds. The third frame showed a worman behind the counter. Ml osevic
touched the screen with his finger

That's the woman | spoke to," he said.
MG at h nodded.

"Wde field of view," he said. "You can see all the way from behind
the counter right out into the street."

"Wde-angle |l ens on the canera," Brogan said. "Like a fisheye sort of
thing. The owner can see everything. He can see the custoners coning
in and out, and he can see if the help is fiddling the register.”

McG at h nodded again and traw ed t hrough Monday norning, ten seconds at
atine. Custonmers junped in and out of shot. The wonan behind the
counter junped fromside to side, fetching and carrying and ringing up
the payments. Qutside, cars flashed in and out of view.

"Fast-forward to twelve o' clock,” Mlosevic said. "This is taking way
too |l ong."

MG ath nodded and fiddled with the renbote. The tape whirred forward.
He pressed stop and play and freeze and canme up with four o' clock in
the afternoon.

"Shit," he said.

He wound back and forward a couple of tines and came up with el even
forty-three and fifty seconds.

"Close as we're going to get," he said.

He kept his finger hard on the frame-advance button and the white snow
scroll ed continuously down the screen. One hundred and fifty-seven
frames |l ater, he stopped.

"There she is," he said.

M | osevic and Brogan shoul dered together for a closer |ook. The stil
frame showed Hol ly Johnson on the far right of the picture. She was
out side, on the sidewal k, crutch in one hand, clothes on hangers in the
other. She was hauling the door open with a spare finger. The tine in
the bottomleft of the frame was stopped at ten minutes and ten seconds
past twel ve noon



"OK," McGath said quietly. "So let's see.™

He hit the button and Holly junped hal fway over to the counter. Even
frozen on the m sty nonochrone screen her awkward posture was plain to
see. MGath hit the button again and the snow rolled over and Holly
was at the counter. Ten seconds |ater the Korean woman was there with
her. Ten seconds after that, Holly had fol ded back a hem on one of her
suits and was showi ng the woman somet hing. Probably the position of a
particular stain. The two wonen stayed |ike that for a couple of

m nut es, heads together for twelve frames, junping slightly from one
shot to the next. Then the Korean woman was gone and the cl othes were
of f the counter and Holly was standing alone for five frames. Fifty
seconds. Behind her on the left, a car nosed into shot on the second
frame and stayed there for the next three, parked at the kerb

Then the woman was back with an arnful of clean clothes in bags. She
was frozen in the act of laying themflat on the counter. Ten seconds
| ater she had torn five tags off the hangars. Ten seconds after that,
she had another four lined up next to the register

"Nine outfits," MG ath said.

That's about right," MIlosevic said. "Five for work, Mnday to Friday,
and | guess four for evening wear, right?"

"\What about the weekend?" Brogan said. "Maybe it's five for work, two
for evening wear and two at the weekend?"

"Probably wears jeans at the weekend," Ml osevic said. "Jeans and a
shirt. Just throws themin the machine, maybe."

"CGod's sake, does it matter?" MGath said.

He pressed the button and the Korean woman's fingers were caught
danci ng over the register keys. The next two stills showed Holly
payi ng in cash and accepting a couple of dollars' change.

"How much is all that costing her?" Brogan asked out | oud.

"N ne garnments?" Mlosevic said. "Best part of fifty bucks a week,
that's for dacmm sure. | sawthe price list in there. Specialized
processes and gentle chenmicals and all."

The next frame showed Holly starting toward the exit door on the |eft

of the picture. The top of the Korean woman's head was visible, on her
way through to the back of the store. The time was showi ng at twelve
fifteen exactly. MGath hitched his chair closer and stuck his face a
foot fromthe gl owi ng nmonochrome screen

"OK," he said. "So where did you go now, Holly?"

She had the nine cleaned garnents in her left hand. She was hol di ng
them up, awkwardly, so they wouldn't drag on the floor. Her right

el bow was jamred into the curved-nmetal clip of her crutch, but her hand
wasn't gripping the handle. The next frame showed it reaching out to
push the door open. MGath hit the button again.

"Christ," he shouted.

M | osevi c gasped out |oud and Brogan | ooked stunned. There was no



doubt about what they were seeing. The next frame showed an unknown
man attacking Holly Johnson. He was tall and heavy. He was seizing
her crutch with one hand and her cleaning with the other. No doubt
about it. Both his arms were extended and he was taking her crutch and
her cleaning away fromher. He was caught in a perfect snapshot

t hrough the glass door. The three agents stared at him There was
total silence in the conference room Then McGrath hit the button
again. The time code junped ahead ten seconds. There was another gasp
as they caught their breath simultaneously.

Hol I y Johnson was suddenly surrounded by a triangle of three nmen. The
tall guy who had attacked her had been joined by two nmore. The tal
guy had Holly's cleaning slung up over his shoul der and he had seized
Holly's arm He was staring straight up into the store wi ndow |ike he
knew a canmera was in there. The other two guys were facing Holly
head- on.

They pulled guns on her," MG ath shouted. "Son of a bitch, |ook at
that."

He t hunbed the button again until the bar of snow cleared away fromthe
bottom of the frame and the whole picture stabilized into perfect
sharpness. The two new guys had their right arnms bent at ninety
degrees, and there was tension showing in their shoul der nuscles.

"The car," MIlosevic said. "They're going to put her in the car."
Beyond Holly and the triangle of men was the car which had parked up
fourteen frames ago. It was just sitting there at the curb. MGath
hit the button again. The bar of white snow scrolled down. The small
knot of people on the screen junped sideways ten feet. The tall guy
who had attacked Holly was | eading the way into the back of the car

Hol Iy was being pushed in after himby one of the new guys. The other
new guy was opening the front passenger door. |Inside the car, a fourth
man was plainly visible through the side glass, sitting at the wheel

McGath hit the button again. The bar of snow scrolled down. The
street was enpty. The car was gone. Like it had never been there at
all.

TH RTEEN
E NEED TO TALK; HOLLY SAID. "So talk," Reacher replied.

They were sprawl ed out on the mattresses in the gloominside the truck,
rocki ng and bounci ng, but not much. It was pretty clear they were
headi ng down a highway. After fifteen minutes of a slow straight road,
there had been a deceleration, a nonentary stop, and a left turn

foll owed by steady acceleration up a ranp. Then a slight sway as the
truck nudged left onto the pavenent. Then a steady droning cruise,
maybe sixty mles an hour, which had continued ever since and was
feeling like it would continue forever

The tenperature inside the dark space had slowy clinbed higher. Now
it was pretty warm Reacher had taken his shirt off. But the truck
had started cool fromthe night in the cow barn, and Reacher felt as
long as it kept noving through the air, it was going to be tol erable.
The problem would cone if they stopped for any length of time. Then
the truck would heat up like a pizza oven and it would get as bad as it
had gotten the day before.



The twi n-sized mattress had been standing upright on its |long edge, up
agai nst the forward bul khead, and the queen-size had been flat on the
floor, janmed up against it, making a crude sofa. But the

ni net y- degree angl e between the seat and the back had made t he whol e
thing unconfortable. So Readier had slid the queen-size backward, with
Holly riding on it like a sled, and laid the twin flat next to it. Now
they had an eight-foot by six-six flat padded area. They were |ying
down on their backs, heads together so they could talk, bodies apart in
a decorous V shape, rocking gently with the notion of the ride.

"You should do what | tell you," Holly said. "You should have gotten
out."

He nmade no reply.

"You're a burden to ne," she said. "You understand that? 1've got
enough on ny hands here wi thout having to worry about you."

He didn't reply. They lay rocking in silence. He could snell
yesterday norning's shampoo in her hair.

"So you've got to do what | tell you fromnow on," she said. "Are you
listening to ne? | just can't afford to be worrying about you."

He turned his head to | ook at her, close up. She was worrying about
him It came as a big surprise, out of nowhere. A shock. Like being
on a train, stopped next to another train in a busy railroad station
Your train begins to nove. It picks up speed. And then all of a
sudden it's not your train nmoving. |It's the other train. Your train
was stationary all the time. Your franme of reference was wong. He

t hought his train was noving. She thought hers was.

"I don't need your help,"” she said. "lI've already got all the help I
need. You know how t he Bureau works? You know what the biggest crine
inthe world is? Not bonbing, not terrorism not racketeering. The
bi ggest crime in the world is messing with Bureau personnel. The
Bureau | ooks after its own."

Reacher stayed quiet for a spell. Then he sniled.

"So then we're both OK " he said. "W just |lay back here, and pretty
soon a bunch of agents is going to conme bursting in to rescue us."

"I trust ny people,” Holly said to him

There was silence again. The truck droned on for a couple of mnutes.
Reacher ticked off the distance in his head. About four hundred and
fifty mles from Chi cago, maybe. East, west, north or south. Holly
gasped and used both hands to shift her Ieg.

"Hurting?" Reacher said.

"When it gets out of line," she said. "Wen it's straight, it's K"
"Which direction are we headed?" he asked.

"Are you going to do what | tell you?" she asked.

"Is it getting hotter or colder?" he said. "O staying the sane?"



She shrugged.

"Can't tell," she said. "Why?"

"North or south, it should be getting hotter or colder," he said. "East

or west, it should be staying nore or |ess the sane."

"Feels the same to nme," she said. "But inside here you can't really
tell."

"Hi ghway feels fairly enpty," Reacher said. "W're not pulling out to
pass people. W' re not getting slowed down by anybody. W' re just
crui sing."”

"So?" Holly said.

"M ght nean we're not going east," he said. There's a kind of barrier
right? Cleveland to Pittsburgh to Baltinore. Like a frontier. Gets
much busier. We'd be hitting nmore traffic. What is it, Tuesday? About
el even o' clock in the norning? Roads feel too enpty for the east."

Hol | y nodded.
"So we're going north or west or south,” she said.
"In a stolen truck," he said. "Vulnerable."

"Stol en?" she said. "How do you know t hat ?"

"Because the car was stolen too," he said.

"How do you know that?" she repeated

"Because they burned it," he said.

Holly rolled her head and | ooked straight at him

Thi nk about it," he said. Think about their plan. They cane to
Chicago in their own vehicle. Mybe sone tine ago. Could have taken
them a coupl e of weeks to stake you out. Maybe three."

Three weeks?" she said. "You think they were watching nme three
weeks?"

"Probably three," he said. "You went to the cleaners every Nbonday,
right? Once a week? Mist have taken thema while to confirmthat
pattern. But they couldn't grab you in their own vehicle. Too easy to
trace, and it probably had wi ndows and all, not suitable for

| ong-di stance transport of a kidnap victim So |I figure they stole
this truck, in Chicago, probably yesterday norning. Painted over

what ever witing was on the side. You notice the patch of white paint?
Fresh, didn't match the rest? They disguised it, maybe changed the
plates. But it was still a hot truck, right? And it was their getaway
vehicle. So they didn't want to risk it on the street. And people
getting into the back of a truck | ooks weird. A car is better. So
they stole the black sedan and used that instead. Swi tched vehicles on
that waste ground, burned the black car, and they' re away."

Hol | y shrugged. Made a face.



"Doesn't prove they stole anything," she said.
"Yes it does," Reacher said. "Wo buys a new car with | eat her seats,
knowi ng they're going to burn it? They' d have bought sone old cl unker
instead. "

She nodded, reluctantly.
"Who are these people?" she said, nore to herself than to Reacher

"Amat eurs," Reacher said. "They're making one m stake after
anot her."

"Li ke what?" she said.

"Burning is dumb,"” he said. "Attracts attention. They think they've
been smart, but they haven't. Probability is they burned their
original car, as well. | bet they burned it right near where they
stol e the bl ack sedan.”

"Sounds smart enough to ne," Holly said.

"Cops notice burning cars," Reacher said. They'll find the black
sedan, they'Il find out where it was stolen from they' |l go up there
and find their original vehicle, probably still snoldering. They're
leaving a trail, Holly. They should have parked both cars in the
long-termlot at O Hare. They woul d have been there a year before
anybody noticed. O just left themboth down on the South Side
somewhere, doors open, keys in. Two minutes later, two residents down
there got thensel ves a new notor each. Those cars woul d never have
been seen again. That's how to cover your tracks. Burning feels good,
feels like it's real final, but it's dunmb as hell."

Hol Iy turned her face back and stared up at the hot metal roof. She
was asking herself: just who the hell is this guy?

FOURTEEN

TH S TI ME, MCGRATH DI D NOT MAKE THE TECH CHI EF COME DOMWN to the third
floor. He led the charge hinself up to his lab on the sixth, with the
vi deo cassette in his hand. He burst in through the door and cleared a
space on the nearest table. Laid the cassette in the space like it was
made of solid gold. The guy hurried over and | ooked at it.

"I need photographs made," McGath told him

The guy picked up the cassette and took it across to a bank of video
machines in the corner. Flicked a couple of switches. Three screens
it up with white snow.

"You tell absolutely nobody what you're seeing, OK?" MGath said
"OK," the guy said. "Wat am| |ooking for?"

The last five franes," McGath said. That should just about cover
it."

The tech chief didn't use a renote. He stabbed at buttons on the
machi ne's own control panel. The tape rolled backwards and the story



of Holly Johnson's kidnap unfol ded in reverse.
"Christ," he said.

He stopped on the franme showing Holly turning away fromthe counter
Then he inched the tape forward. He junped Holly to the door, then
face to face with the tall guy, then into the nuzzles of the guns, then
to the car. He rolled back and did it for a second tinme. Then a

t hird.

"Christ," he said again.

"Don't wear the damm tape out," McGrath said. "I want big photographs
of those five frames. Lots of copies.”

The tech chief nodded slowy.
"I can give you laser prints right now," he said.

He punched a couple of buttons and flicked a couple of switches. Then
he ducked away and booted up a conmputer on a desk across the room The
nmoni tor cane up with Holly leaving the dry-cleaner's counter. He
clicked on a couple of nmenus.

"OK," he said. "I'mcopying it to the hard disk. As a graphics
file."

He darted back to the video bank and nudged the tape forward one frane.
Cane back to the desk and the computer captured the inmage of Holly
maki ng to push open the exit door. He repeated the process three nore
times. Then he printed all five graphics files on the fastest |aser he
had. MG ath stood and caught each sheet as it flopped into the output
bi n.

"Not bad," he said. "I |ike paper better than video. Like it really
exists."”

The tech chief gave hima | ook and peered over his shoul der
"Definition's OK " he said.
"I want bl owups," McGath told him

"No problemnow it's in the computer,
conputer is better than paper."

" the tech said. That's why the

He sat down and opened the fourth file. The picture of Holly and the
three ki dnapers in a tight knot on the sidewal k scrolled onto the
screen. He clicked the mouse and pulled a tight square round the
heads. Cicked again. The nmonitor redrew into a |large bl owup. The
tall guy was staring straight out of the screen. The two new guys were
caught at an angle, staring at Holly.

The tech hit the print button and then he opened the fifth file. He
zoonmed in with the nouse and put a tight rectangle round the driver,
inside the car. He printed that out, too. MGath picked up the new
sheets of paper.

"Good," he said. "CGood as we're going to get, anyway. Shame your damm
conputer can't nake themall |ook right at the canera.”



"It can," the tech chief said.

"It can?" MGath said. "How?"
"I'n a manner of speaking," the guy said. He touched the bl ow up of
Holly's face with his finger. "Suppose we wanted a face-front picture
of her, right? W'd ask her to move around right in front of the
canera and |l ook right up at it. But suppose for some reason she can't

nove at all. Wat would we do? W could nove the canera, right?
Suppose you clinbed up on the counter and unbolted the canmera off the
wal | and moved it down and around a certain distance until it was right

in front of her. Then you' d be seeing a face-front picture,
correct?"

"OK," MG ath said.

"So what we do is we calculate,” the tech said. "W calculate that if
we did hypothetically nove that canmera right in front of her, we'd have
to nove it what? Say six feet downward, say ten feet to the left, and
turn it through about forty degrees, and then it would be plunb face-on
to her. So we get those nunbers and we enter theminto the program and
the conputer will do a kind of backward simnulation, and draw us a
picture, just the sanme as if we'd really noved the actual camera right
around in front of her."”

"You can do that?" MGath said. "Does it work?"
"Wthinits limtations," the tech chief said. He touched the inmge of
t he nearer gunman. "This guy, for instance, he's pretty nuch side on
The conputer will give us a full-face picture, no problemat all, but
it's going to be just guessing what the other side of his face | ooks
like, right? 1It's programmed to assune the other side |ooks pretty
much like the side it can see, with alittle bit of asymetry built in.
But if the guy's got one ear mssing or sonething, or a big scar, it
can't tell us that."

"OK," McGath said. "So what do you need?"

The tech chief picked up the wi de shot of the group. Pointed here and
there on it with a stubby forefinger.

"Measurements," he said. "Mke themas exact as possible. | need to
know t he camera position relative to the doorway and the sidewal k
level. 1 need to know the focal length of the camera lens. | need
Holly's file photograph for calibration. W know exactly what she

| ooks like, right? | can use her for a test run. 1'll get it set up
so she cones out right, then the other guys will come out right as
wel |, assuming they've all got two ears and so on, like | said. And

bring me a square of tile off the store's floor and one of those snocks
t he counter worman was wearing. "

"What for?" MGath said.

"So | can use themto decode the grays in the video," the tech said.
Then | can give you your nug shots in color."

The conmmander sel ected six wonmen fromthat norning' s punishment detail.
He used the ones with the nost denerits, because the task was going to
be hard and unpl easant. He stood themat attention and drew his huge



bulk up to its full height in front of them He waited to see which of
them woul d be the first to glance away fromhis face. Wen he was

sati sfied none of themdared to, he explained their duties. The blood
had sprayed all over the room hurled around by the savage centrifuga
force of the blade. Chips of bone had spattered everywhere. He told
themto heat water in the cook house and carry it over in buckets. He
told themto draw scrubbing brushes and rags and disinfectant fromthe
stores. He told themthey had two hours to get the room | ooking
pristine again. Any longer than that, they would earn nore denerits.

It took two hours to get the data. Ml osevic and Brogan went out to
the dry-cleaning establishment. They closed the place down and swarned
all over it like surveyors. They drew a plan wth measurenents
accurate to the nearest quarter-inch. They took the canera off the
wal I and brought it back with them They tore up the floor and took
the tiles. They took two snocks fromthe wonman and two posters off the
wal |, because they thought they mght help with the col orizing process.
Back on the sixth floor of the Federal Building, the tech chief took
another two hours to input the data. Then he ran the test, using Holly
Johnson to calibrate the program

"What do you think?" he asked MG ath.
MG ath | ooked hard at the full-face picture of Holly. Then he passed
it around. MIlosevic got it last and stared at it hardest. Covered

some parts with his hand and frowned.

"Makes her look too thin," he said. "I think the bottomright quarter
is wong. Not enough width there, sonmehow "

"I agree," McGath said. "Makes her jaw | ook weird."

The tech chief exited to a menu screen and adjusted a coupl e of
nunbers. Ran the test again. The laser printer whirred. The sheet of
stiff paper came out.

That's better,” McGath said. "Just about on the nose."

"Col or OK?" the tech asked.

"Shoul d be a darker peach,” Mlosevic said. "On her dress. | know
that dress. Sone kind of an Italian thing."

The tech exited to a color palette.

"Show e, " he said.
Ml osevic pointed to a particul ar shade.
"More like that," he said

They ran the test again. The hard disk chattered and the | aser printer
whi rred.

"That's better,"” MIlosevic said. "Dress is right. Hair color is
better as well."

"OK," the tech said. He saved all the paraneters to disk. "Let's go
to work here.”



The FBI never uses | atest-generation equipnment. The feeling is better
to use stuff that has been proven in the field. So the tech chiefs
conputer was actually a little slower than the conputers in the rich
ki ds' bedroonms up and down the North Shore. But not nuch slower. It
gave McGrath five prints within forty mnutes. Four mug shots of the
four kidnapers, and a close-up side view of the front half of their
car. Al in glowing color, all with the grain enhanced and snoot hed
away. MG ath thought they were the best dam pictures he had ever
seen.

"Thanks, chief," he said. These are brilliant. Best work anybody has
done around here for a long time. But don't say a word. Big secret,
ri ght?"

He cl apped the tech on the shoul der and left himfeeling |ike the npst
i mportant guy in the whol e buil ding.

The six women worked hard and finished just before their two hours were
up. The tiny cracks between the boards were their biggest problem The
cracks were tight, but not tight enough to stop the bl ood seeping in.
But they were too tight to get a brush down in there. They had to
sluice themout with water and rag themdry. The boards were turning a
wet brown color. The wonen were praying they wouldn't warp as they
dried. Two of themwere throwing up. It was adding to their workl oad.
But they finished in time for the commander's inspection. They stood
rigidly to attention on the danmp floor and waited. He checked
everywhere, with the wet boards creaking under his bulk. But he was
satisfied with their work and gave them another two hours to clean the
snears off the corridor and the staircase, where the body had been
dragged away.

The car was easy. It was quickly identified as a Lexus. Four-door
Late nodel. The pattern of the alloy wheel dated it exactly. Color
was either black or dark gray. |Inpossible to be certain. The conputer

process was good, but not good enough to be definitive about dark
aut onoti ve paint standing in bright sunshine.

"Stolen?" Ml osevic said.
McG at h nodded.
"Alnost certainly,"” he said. "You do the checking, OK?"

Fl uctuations in the value of the yen had put the list price of a new
Lexus four-door somewhere up there with M1l osevic's annual salary, so
he knew which jurisdictions were worth checking with and which weren't.
He didn't bother with anywhere south of the Loop. He put in calls to

t he Chicago cops, and then all the departnents on the North Shore right
up to Lake Forest.

He got a hit just before noon. Not exactly what he was | ooking for

Not a stolen Lexus. But a mssing Lexus. The police department in

Wl nette cane back to himand said a dentist up there had driven his
brand-new Lexus to work, before seven on Monday norning, and parked it
in the lot behind his professional building. A chiropractor fromthe
next office suite had seen himturn into the lot. But the dentist had
never made it into the building. H's nurse had called his hone and his
wife had called the Winette PD. The cops had taken the report and sat
onit. It wasn't the first case of a husband di sappearing they'd ever
heard of. They told Ml osevic the guy's nanme was Rubin and the car was



t he new shade of black, mica flecks in the paint to nake it sparkle,
and it had vanity plates reading: ORTHO 1.

M 1 osevic put the phone down on that call and it rang again
straightaway with a report fromthe Chicago Fire Departnent. A unit
had attended an autonobile fire which was putting up a cloud of oily
snoke into the land-side flightpath into Meigs Field Airport. The fire
truck had arrived in an abandoned industrial |ot just before one

o' cl ock Monday and found a bl ack Lexus burning fiercely. They had
figured it was burned to the nmetal anyway, not much nore snmoke to cone,
so they had saved their foamand just left it to burn out. M/ osevic
copied the location and hung up. Ducked into MG ath's office for

i nstructi ons.

"Check it out," McGath told him

M | osevi c nodded. He was al ways happy with road work. It gave himthe
chance to drive his own brand-new Ford Explorer, which he liked to use
in preference to one of the Bureau's clunky sedans. And the Bureau
liked to let himdo exactly that, because he never bothered to claim
for his personal gas. So he drove the big shiny four-wheel-drive five
mles south and found the weck of the Lexus, no trouble at all. It
was parked at an angle on a lunpy concrete area behind an abandoned

i ndustrial building. The tires had burned away and it was settled on
the rins. The plates were still readable: ORTHO 1. He poked through
the drifts of ash inside, still slightly warm and then he pulled the
shaft of the burned key fromthe ignition and popped the trunk. Then
he staggered four steps away and threw up on the concrete. He retched
and spat and sweated. He pulled his cellular phone fromhis pocket and
fired it up. Got straight through to McGrath in the Federa

Bui | di ng.

"l found the dentist,"” he said.
"Where?" MG ath asked.

"In the damm trunk," Ml osevic said. "Slowroasted. Looks |ike he was
alive when the fire started.”

"Christ," McGath said. "Is it connected?"
"No doubt about that,"” he said.
"You sure?" MGath asked him

"No doubt about it," MIlosevic said again. "I found other stuff.
Burned, but it's all pretty clear. There's a .38 right in the nmiddle
of what | ooks like a netal hinge, could be froma woman's pocket book
right? Coins, and a |ipstick tube, and the netal parts froma nobile
phone and a pager. And there are nine wire hangers on the floor. Like
you get froma dry-cl eaner's?"

"Christ," McGath said again. "Conclusions?"

They stole the Lexus up in Wlinette," MIlosevic said. "Mybe the
denti st guy disturbed themin the act. So he went for them and they
overpowered himand put himin the trunk. Burned himalong with the
rest of the evidence."

"Shit," McGath said. "But where's Holly? Conclusions on that?"



They took her to Meigs Field," Mlosevic said. "It's about a half-mle
away. They put her in a private plane and dunped the car right here.
That's what they did, Mack. They flew her out sonewhere. Four guys,

capabl e of burning another guy up while he was still alive, they've got
her al one somewhere, could be a nmillion niles away from here by now "
FI FTEEN

THE WHI TE TRUCK DRONED ON STEADI LY, ANOTHER HOUR, MAYBE sixty nore
mles. The clock inside Reacher's head ticked around from el even to
twel ve noon. The first faint stirrings of worry were building inside
him They had been gone a day. Nearly a full twenty-four hours. Qut
of the first phase, into the m ddl e phase. No progress. And he was
unconfortable. The air inside the vehicle was about as hot as air
could get. They were still lying flat on their backs on the hot
mattress, heads together. The horsehair paddi ng was overheating them
Hol ly's dark hair was danp and spread out. On her left, it was curled
agai nst Reacher's bare shoul der

"I's it because |'ma woman?" she asked. Tense. "O because |'m
younger than you? O both?"

"I's what because?" he asked back. Wary.

"You think you've got to take care of nme," she said. "You're worrying
about me, because |I'myoung and a wonman, right? You think | need sone
ol der man's hel p."

Reacher stirred. He didn't really want to nove. He wasn't

confortabl e, but he guessed he was happy enough where he was. In
particul ar, he was happy with the feel of Holly's hair against his
shoulder. His life was like that. Whatever happened there were al ways
some little conmpensati ons avail abl e.

"Wl | ?"  she asked.

"It's not a gender thing, Holly," he said. "O an age thing. But you
do need hel p, right?"

"And 1'm a younger woman and you're an ol der man," she said. Therefore
obviously you're the one qualified to give it. Couldn't be any other
way around, right?"

Reacher shook his head, |ying down.

"It's not a gender thing," he said again. "O an age thing. |'m
qualified because I"'mqualified, is all. 1'"mjust trying to help you
out."

"You're taking stupid risks," she said. "Pushing them and antagoni zi ng

themis not the way to do this, for God's sake. You'll get us both
killed."

"Bull shit," Reacher said. They need to see us as people, not cargo."
"Says who?" Holly snapped. "Wo suddenly made you the big expert?"

He shrugged at her.



"Let me ask you a question," he said. "If the boot was on the other
foot, would you have left nme alone in that barn?"

She t hought about it.

"Of course | would have," she said.

He smiled. She was probably telling the truth. He liked her for it.
"OK," he said. "Next time you tell ne, 1'mgone. No argunent.”

She was quiet for a |ong nmonent.

"Good," she said. "You really want to help me out, you do exactly
that."

He shrugged. Mved a half-inch closer to her

"Risky for you," he said. "I get away, they might figure on just
wasti ng you and di sappearing. "

"I"ll take the risk," she said. That's what I"'mpaid for."

"So who are they?" he asked her. "And what do they want?"

"No idea," she said.

She said it too quickly. He knew she knew

They want you, right?" he said. "Either because they want you
personal |y, or because they want any old FBlI agent and you were right

there on the spot. How many FBI agents are there?"

"Bureau has twenty-five thousand enpl oyees,"” she said. "O which ten
t housand are agents."

"OK," he said. "So they want you in particular. One out of ten
thousand is too big a coincidence. This is not random"

She | ooked away. He gl anced at her
"Wy, Holly?" he asked.

She shrugged and shook her head.

"l don't know," she said.

Too quickly. He glanced at her again. She sounded sure, but there was
some big defensive edge there in her reply.

"I don't know," she said again. "All | can figure is maybe they
m st ook ne for somebody el se fromthe office.”

Reacher | aughed and turned his head toward her. His face touched her
hai r.

"You're joking, Holly Johnson," he said. "You're not the type of woman
gets confused with sonebody el se. And they watched you three weeks.
Long enough to get famliar."



She smled away fromhim up at the metal roof, ironically.
"Once seen, never forgotten, right?" she said. "I wish."

"You in any doubt about that?" Reacher said. "You're the best-I ooking
person | saw this week."

Thanks, Reacher," she said. "It's Tuesday. You first saw nme Nonday.
Big conpliment, right?"

"But you get ny drift," he said.

She sat up, straight fromthe waist |like a gymast, and used both hands
to flip her leg sideways. Propped herself on one el bow on the
mattress. Hooked her hair behind her ear and | ooked down at him

"I don't get anything about you," she said.

He | ooked back up at her. Shrugged.

"You got questions, you ask them" he said. "lI'mall in favor of
freedom of information."

"OK," she said. "Here's the first question: who the hell are you?"
He shrugged again and snil ed.

"Jack Reacher," he said. "No middle nane, thirty-seven years and ei ght
nmont hs ol d, unmarried, club doorman in Chicago."

"Bul | shit," she said.

"Bull shit?" he repeated. "Wich part? M nanme, ny age, ny marita
status or my occupation?”

"Your occupation," she said. "You're not a club doorman."

"I"'mnot?" he said. "So what am|?"

"You're a soldier," she said. "You're in the arny."

"I an?" he said.

"It's pretty obvious," she said. "My dad is arny. |[|'ve lived on bases
all ny life. Everybody | ever saw was in the arny, right up until |
was ei ghteen years old. | know what soldiers look like. 1 know how
they act. | was pretty sure you were one. Then you took your shirt

off, and | knew for definite."
Reacher grinned.

"Why?" he said. "ls that a really uncouth, soldierly kind of a thing
to do?"

Hol Iy grinned back at him Shook her head. Her hair came | oose. She
swept it back behind her ear, one finger bent |like a small pal e hook

That scar on your stomach,"” she said. Those awful stitches. That's a
MASH. job for sure. Sone field hospital somewhere, took them about a
mnute and a half. Any civilian surgeon did stitches like that, he'd



get sued for mal practice so fast he'd get dizzy."

Reacher ran his finger over the lunpy skin. The stitches |ooked Iike a
plan of the ties at a busy railroad yard.

The guy was busy," he said. "I thought he did pretty well, considering
the circunstances. It was in Beirut. | was a |ong way down the
priority list. | was only bleeding to death slowy."

"So I'"'mright?" Holly said. "You're a soldier?"

Reacher sniled up at her again and shook his head.

"I"'ma doorman," he said. "Like I told you. Blues joint on the South
Side. You should try it. Mich better than the tourist places.”

She gl anced between his huge scar and his face. d anped her |ips and
slowy shook her head. Reacher nodded at her, |ike he was concedi ng
t he point.

"I used to be a soldier,"” he said. "I got out, fourteen nonths ago."
"What unit?" she asked.

"Mlitary Police," he said.

She screwed her face up in a nock grinace.

The baddest of the bad," she said. "Nobody |ikes you guys."

Tell me about it," Reacher said.

"Explains a lot of things," she said. "You guys get a |lot of special
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training. So | guess you really are qualified. You should have told
me, damm it. Now | guess | have to apol ogi ze for what | said."

He nade no reply to that.
"Where were you stationed?" she asked.

"Al'l over the world," he said. "Europe, Far East, Mddle East. GCot so
| didn't know which way was up."

"Rank?" she asked.
"Maj or," he said.
"Medal s?"  she asked
He shrugged.

"Dozens of the dam things," he said. "You know how it is. Theater
nmedal s, of course, plus a Silver Star, two Bronzes, Purple Heart from
Bei rut, canpaign things from Panama and G enada and Desert Shield and
Desert Storm "

"A Silver Star?" she asked. "Wat for?"



"Beirut," he said. "Pulled some guys out of the bunker."

"And you got wounded doing that?" she said. That's how you got the
scar and the Purple Heart?"

"I was already wounded," he said. "Got wounded before I went in.
thi nk that was what inpressed them™

"Hero, right?" she said

He sm | ed and shook his head.

"No way," he said. "I wasn't feeling anything. Wasn't thinking. Too
shocked. | didn't even know | was hit until afterward. |If I'd known,
I'd have fallen down in a dead faint. M/ intestine was hangi ng out.
Looked really awful. It was bright pink. Sort of squashy."

Holly was quiet for a second. The truck droned on. Another twenty
mles covered. North or south or west. Probably.

"How | ong were you in the service?" she asked.

"All my life," he said. "My old man was a Marine officer, served al
over. He married a Frenchwoman in Korea. | was born in Berlin. Never
even saw the States until | was nine years old. Five mnutes later we
were in the Philippines. Round and round the world we went. Longest |
was ever anywhere was four years at West Point. Then | joined up and

it started all over again. Round and round the world."
"Where's your famly now?" she asked.

"Dead," he said. The old nan died, what? Ten years ago, | guess. M
nmot her died two years later. | buried the Silver Star with her

B

She won it for ne, really. Do what you're supposed to do, she used to
tell me. About a mllion tines a day, in a thick French accent."

"Brothers and sisters?" she said.

"I had a brother,"” he said. "He died last year. |1'mthe |ast Reacher
on earth, far as | know "

"When did you nmuster out?" she said.

"April last year," he said. "Fourteen nonths ago."

"Why?" she asked

Reacher shrugged.

"Just lost interest, | guess," he said. The defense cuts were

happeni ng. Made the arnmy seem unnecessary, sonehow. Like if they
didn't need the biggest and the best, they didn't need ne. Didn't want
to be part of sonething snmall and second-rate. So | left. Arrogant,
or what ?"

She | aughed.



"So you becane a doorman?" she said. "Froma decorated major to a
doorman? Isn't that kind of second-rate?"

"Wasn't like that," he said. "I didn't set out to be a doorman, |ike
it was a new career nove or anything. |It's only tenporary. | only got
to Chicago on Friday. | was planning to nove on, maybe Wednesday. |

was thinki ng about going up to Wsconsin. Supposed to be a nice place,
this tinme of year."

"Friday to Wednesday?" Holly said. "You got a problemw th conmi tnent
or sonet hi ng?"

"I guess," he said. Thirty-six years | was always where sonebody el se
told me to be. Very structured sort of a life. | suppose |'mreacting
against it. | love noving around when | feel like it. It's like a
drug. Longest |'ve ever stayed anywhere was ten consecutive days. Last
fall, in Georgia. Ten days, out of fourteen nmonths. Apart fromthat,
|'ve been on the road nore or less all the tine."

"Making a living by working the door at clubs?" she asked.

That was unusual ," he said. "Mstly |I don't work at all, just live off
my savings. But | cane up to Chicago with a singer, one thing, led to
another, | got asked to work the door at the club the guy was headed

for."

"So what do you do if you don't work?" she asked.

"I look at things," he said. "You got to remenber |I'ma
thirty-seven-year-old American but |'ve never really been in Anerica
much. You been up the Enpire State Buil di ng?"

"Of course,” she said.

"I hadn't," he said. "Not before |last year. You been to the

Washi ngt on nmuseuns?"

"Sure," she said

"I hadn't," he said again. "Not before last year. Al that kind of
stuff. Boston, New York, Washington, Chicago, New Ol eans, Munt
Rushnmore, the Golden Gate, Niagara. |'mlike a tourist. Like I'm
catching up, right?"

"I"'mthe other way around,"” Holly said. "I like to travel overseas."

Reacher shrugged.

"I'"ve seen overseas," he said. "Six continents. |'mgoing to stay
here now. "
"I"ve seen the States," she said. "M dad traveled all the tinme, but

we stayed here, apart fromtwo tours to Germany."

Reacher nodded. Thought back to the time he'd spent in Gernany, nan
and boy. Many years in total

"You picked up on the soccer in Europe?" he asked.



"Right," Holly said. "Really big deal there. W were stationed one
time near Munich, right? | was just a kid, eleven maybe. They gave ny
father tickets to sone big game in Rotterdam Holland. European Cup,

t he Bayern Mini ch team agai nst sone English team Aston Villa, you ever
heard of then®"

Reacher nodded.

"From Bi rmi ngham England,"” he said. "I was stationed near a pl ace
called Oxford at one point. About an hour away."

"I hated the Germans," Holly said. "So arrogant, so overpowering. They
were so sure they were going to creamthese Brits. | didn't want to go
and watch it happen. But | had to, right? NATO protocol sort of a

t hi ng, woul d have been a big scandal if |1'd refused. So we went. And

the Brits creaned the Gernans. The Germans were so furious. | |oved
it. And the Aston Villa guys were so cute. | was in |love with soccer
fromthat night on. Still am™

Reacher nodded. He enjoyed watching soccer, to an extent. But you had
to be exposed early and gradually. It |ooked very free-form but it
was a very technical ganme. Full of hidden attractions. But he could
see how a young girl could be seduced by it, long ago in Europe. A
frantic night under floodlights in Rotterdam Resentful and unwilling
at first, then hypnotized by the patterns nade by the white bal
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on the green turf. Ending up in love with the game afterward. But
somet hing was ringing a warning bell. If the el even-year-old daughter
of an Anerican serviceman had refused to go, it would have caused sone

kind of an enbarrassment within NATO? Was that what she had sai d?

"Who was your father?" he asked her. "Sounds |ike he nust have been
an inportant sort of a guy."

She shrugged. Wuldn't answer. Reacher stared at her. Another
war ni ng bell had started ringing.

"Holly, who the hell is your father?" he asked urgently.

The defensive tone that had been in her voice spread to her face. No
answer .

"Who, Holly?" Reacher asked again.

She | ooked away fromhim Spoke to the metal siding of the truck. Her
voi ce was alnost lost in the road noi se. Defensive as hell.

"Ceneral Johnson," she said quietly. "At that time, he was Gin-C
Europe. Do you know hi n?"

Reacher stared up at her. General Johnson. Holly Johnson. Father and
daught er.

"I"'ve met him" he said. "But that's not the point, is it?"

She glared at him Furious.



"Why?" she said. "What exactly is the damm point?"
"That's the reason," he said. "Your father is the npbst inportant
mlitary man in America, right? That's why you' ve been ki dnaped,

Hol ly, for God's sake. These guys don't want Holly Johnson, FBI agent.
The whole FBI thing is incidental. These guys want General Johnson's
daughter."

She | ooked down at himlike he had just slapped her hard in the face.

"Why?" she said. "Wiy the hell does everybody assune everything that
ever happens to nme is because of who ny damm father is?"

SI XTEEN

MCGRATH BROUGHT BROGAN W TH HI M AND MET M LOSEVI C AT Meigs Field
Airport in Chicago. He brought the four conputer-aided nmug shots and
the test picture of Holly Johnson. He cane expecting total
co-operation fromthe airport staff. And he got it. Three hyped-up
FBI agents in the grip of fear about a colleague are a difficult
proposition to handle with anything other than total co-operation

Meigs Field was a snmall commercial operation, right out in the |ake,
water on three sides, just below the 12th Street beach, trying to make
aliving in the gigantic shadow of O Hare. Their record-keeping was

i mmacul ate and their efficiency was first-class. Not so they could be
ready to handle FBI inquiries on the spur of the monent but so they
coul d keep on operating and keep on getting paid right under the nose
of the world's toughest conpetitor. But their records and their
efficiency hel ped MG ath. Helped himrealize within about thirty
seconds that he was heading up a blind alley.

The Meigs Field staff were certain they had never seen Holly Johnson or
any of the four kidnapers at any tinme. Certainly not on NMNonday,
certainly not around one o' clock. They were adamant about it. They
weren't overdoing it. They were just sure about it, with the quiet
certainty of people who spend their working days being quietly sure
about things, like sending small planes up into the busiest air |anes
on the pl anet.

And there were no suspicious take-offs from Meigs Field, nowhere

bet ween noon and, say, three o'clock. That was clear. The paperwork
was explicit on the subject. The three agents were out of there as
briskly as they had entered. The tower staff nodded to thensel ves and
forgot all about them before they were even back in their cars in the
smal | parking |ot.

"OK, square one," MG ath said. "You guys go check out this dentist
situation up in Wlnette. |'ve got things to do. And |I've got to put
inacall to Wbster. They nmust be clinbing the walls down there in

DC. "

Sevent een hundred and two niles from Meigs Field the young man in the
woods wanted instructions. He was a good agent, well trained, but as
far as undercover work was concerned he was new and rel atively

i nexperi enced. Denmand for undercover operators was al ways i ncreasing.
The Bureau was hard put to fill all the slots. So people Iike himgot
assigned. | nexperienced people. He figured as |ong as he al ways
renenbered he didn't have all the answers, he'd be OK. He had no ego



problemwith it. He was always willing to ask for guidance. He was
careful. And he was realistic. Realistic enough to know he was now in
over his head. Things were turning bad in a way whi ch made him sure
they were about to explode into something much worse. How, he didn't
know. It was just a feeling. But he trusted his feelings. Trusted

t hem enough to stop and turn around before he reached his special tree.
He breathed hard and changed his mnd and set off strolling back the
way he had cone.

Webst er had been waiting for McGath's call. That was clear. MGath
got him strai ghtaway, like he'd been sitting there in his big office
suite just waiting for the phone to ring.

"Progress, Mack?" Webster asked.

"Some," McGath said. "W know exactly what happened. W got it al
on a security video in a dry-cleaner's store. She went in there at
twel ve-ten. Canme out at twelve-fifteen. There were four guys. Three
on the street, one in a car. They grabbed her."

"Then what ?" Webster asked.

They were in a stolen sedan,” McGath said. "Looks |like they killed
the owner to get it. Drove her five mles south, torched the sedan
Along with the owner in the trunk. They burned himalive. He was a
dentist, name of Rubin. What they did with Holly, we don't know
yet."

In Washi ngton, Harland Webster was silent for a long tine.
"Is it worth searching the area?" he asked, eventually.

McGath's turn to be quiet for a second. Unsure of the inplications.
Di d Webster mean search for a hideout, or search for another body?

"My gut says no," he said. They nmust know we could search the area. Wy
feeling is they noved her sonewhere el se. Maybe far away."

There was silence on the line again. MGath could hear Wbster
t hi nki ng.

"I agree with you, | guess," Wbster said. They noved her out. But
how, exactly? By road? By air?"

"Not air," MGath said. "W covered comrercial flights yesterday. W
just hit a private field. Nothing doing."

"\What about a helicopter?" Wbster said. "In and out, secretly?"

"Not in Chicago, chief," MGath said. "Not right next door to O Hare
More radar here than the air force has got. Any unauthorized choppers
in and out of here, we'd know about it."

"OK," Webster said. "But we need to get this under control. Abduction
and hom cide, Mack, it's not giving ne a good feeling. You figure a
second stol en vehicle? Rendezvoused with the stol en sedan?"

"Probably," MG ath said. "W're checking now "

"Any ideas who they were?" Wbster said.



"No," McGrath told him "W got pretty good pictures off the video.
Conput er enhancenments. We'll download themto you right away. Four
guys, white, sonewhere between thirty and forty, three of them kind of
ali ke, ordinary, neat, short hair. The fourth guy is real tall,
conput er says he's maybe six-five. | figure himfor the ringleader. He
was the one got to her first."

"You got any feeling for a motive yet?" Wbster asked.

"No idea at all," McGath said.

There was silence on the |ine again.

"OK," Webster said. "You keeping it real tight up there?"

Tight as | can,” McGath said. "Just three of us."
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"Who are you using?" Wbster asked.

"Brogan and M1l osevic," MG ath said.

They any good?" \Webster asked.

MG ath grunted. Like he would choose themif they weren't?

"They know Holly pretty well," he said. "They're good enough.™

"Mbaners and groaners?" \Wbster asked. "O solid, like people used to
be?"

"Never heard them conplain,” MGath said. "About anything. They do
the work, they do the hours. They don't even bitch about the pay."

Webst er | aughed.
"Can we clone then?" he said.

The levity peaked and died within a couple of seconds. But MGath
appreciated the attenpt at norale.

"So how you doi ng down there?" he asked.

"I'n what respect, Mack?" \Webster said, serious again.

"The old man," McGrath said. "He giving you any trouble?"

"Which one, Mack?" Webster asked.

The general ?" MG ath said.

"Not yet," Webster said. "He called this norning, but he was polite.
That's how it goes. Parents are usually pretty calm the first day or
two. They get worked up later. General Johnson won't be any
different. He nmay be a bigshot, but people are all the sane

under neat h, right?"

"Right," MG ath said. "Have himcall ne, if he wants first-hand



reports. Mght help his situation.”

"OK, Mack, thanks," Webster said. "But | think we should keep this
denti st thing away from everybody, just for the nmonent. Makes the
whol e deal | ook worse. Meantine, send nme your stuff. [1'Il get our
people working on it. And don't worry. W' Il get her back. Bureau
| ooks after its own, right? Never fails."

The two Bureau chiefs let the lie die into silence and hung up their
phones toget her.

The young man strolled out of the forest and canme face to face with the
conmander. He was smart enough to throw a big salute and | ook nervous,
but he kept it down to the sort of nervousness any grunt showed around
t he conmmander. Nothing nore, nothing suspicious. He stood and waited
to be spoken to.

"Job for you," the commander said. "You're young, right? Good with
all this technical shit?"

The man nodded cauti ously.

"I can usually puzzle stuff out, sir," he said.

The conmander nodded back

"W got a new toy," he said. "Scanner, for radio frequencies. | want
a watch kept."

The young man's bl ood froze hard.

"Why, sir?" he asked. "You think sonebody's using a radio
transmtter?"

"Possibly," the conmander said. "I trust nobody and | suspect
everybody. | can't be too careful. Not right now Got to |ook after

the details. You know what they say? Genius is in the details,
ri ght?"

The young man swal | owed and nodded.
"So get it set up," the conmander said. "Make a duty rota. Two
shifts, sixteen hours a day, OK? Constant vigilance is what we need
ri ght now "

The conmmander turned away. The young man nodded and breathed out.
d anced instinctively back in the direction of his special tree and
bl essed his feelings.

M | osevic drove Brogan north in his new truck. They detoured via the
Wlnette post office so Brogan could nmail his twin alinony checks. Then
they went | ooking for the dead dentist's building. There was a |oca
uniformwaiting for themin the parking lot in back. He was

unapol ogetic about sitting on the report fromthe dentist's w fe.

Ml osevic started giving hima hard tine about that, like it nmade the
guy personally responsible for Holly Johnson's abduction

"Lots of husbands di sappear,” the guy said. "Happens all the tine.
This is Wlnette, right? Men are the sane here as anywhere, only here
they got the noney to nake it all happen. What can | say?"



M | osevic was unsynpathetic. The cop had nmade two other errors. First,
he had assumed that it was the rmurder of the dentist that had brought
the FBI out into his jurisdiction. Second, he was nore uptight about
covering his own ass on the issue than he was about four killers
snatching Holly Johnson right off the street. M/ osevic was out of
patience with the guy. But then the guy redeened hinself.

"What is it with people?" he said. "Burning autonobiles? Some in
asshol e burned a car out by the lake. W got to get it noved.

Resi dents are giving us noise."

"Where exactly?" Ml osevic asked him

The cop shrugged. He was anxious to be very precise.

That turn-out on the shore," he said. "On Sheridan Road, just this

si de of Washington Park. Never saw such a thing before, not in
Wlnette. "

M| osevic and Brogan went to check it out. They followed the cop in
his shiny cruiser. He led themto the place. It wasn't a car. It was
a pickup, a ten-year-old Dodge. No license plates. Doused with
gasoline and pretty nmuch totally burned out.

"Happened yesterday," the cop said. "Spotted about seven-thirty in the
morni ng. Comuters were calling it in, on their way to work, one after
the other."

He circled round and | ooked over the weck, carefully.

"Not local," he said. That's my guess."

"Why not?" M osevic asked him

This is ten years old, right?" the guy said. "Around here, there are
a few pickups, but they're toys, you know? Big V8s, lots of chrome? An

old thing like this, nobody would give it roomon their driveway."

"\What about gardeners?" Brogan asked. Tool boys, sonething Iike
t hat ?"

"Way woul d they burn it?" the cop said. They needed to change it,
they'd chop it in against a new one, right? Nobody burns a business
asset, right?"

M |l osevi ¢ thought about it and nodded.

"OK," he said. This is ours. Federal investigation. W'Il send a
flatbed for it soon as we can. Meanwhile, you guard it, OK? And do it
properly, for God's sake. Don't |let anybody near it."

"Why?" the cop asked.

M | osevic | ooked at himlike he was a noron

This is their truck," he said. They dunped it here and stole the Lexus
for the actual heist."

The Wl mette cop |ooked at Mlosevic's agitated face and then he | ooked



across at the burned truck. He wondered for a noment how four guys
could fit across the Dodge's bench seat. But he didn't say anything.
He didn't want to risk nore ridicule. He just nodded.

SEVENTEEN

HOLLY WAS SI TTI NG UP ON THE MATTRESS, ONE KNEE UNDER HER chin, the
injured leg straight out. Readier was sitting up beside her, hunched
forward, worried, one hand fighting the bounce of the truck and the
ot her hand plunged into his hair.

"\What about your nother?" he asked.

"Was your father famous?" Holly asked hi m back

Reacher shook his head.

"Hardly," he said. "@uys in his unit knew who he was, | guess."

"So you don't know what it's like," she said. "Every damm thing you
do, it happens because of your father. | got straight As in school,
went to Yale and Harvard, went to WAll Street, but it wasn't nme doing
it, it was this weird other person called General Johnson's daughter
doing it. It's been just the same with the Bureau. Everybody assunes
| made it because of ny father, and ever since | got there half the
people are still treating ne especially nice, and the other half are
still treating me especially tough just to prove how rmuch they're not

i mpressed. "

Reacher nodded. Thought about it. He was a guy who had done better
than his father. Forged ahead, in the traditional way. Left the old
man behi nd. But he'd known guys with fanpbus parents. The sons of
great soldiers. Even the grandsons.

However bright they burned, their |ight was always lost in the gl ow.

"OK, so it's tough," he said. "And the rest of your life you can try
to ignore it, but right nowit needs dealing with. It opens up a whole
new can of worns."

She nodded. Bl ew an exasperated sigh. Reacher glanced at her in the
gl oom

"How | ong ago did you figure it out?" he asked.
She shrugged.

"Inmredi ately, | guess," she said. "Like |l told you, it's a habit.
Everybody assunes everythi ng happens because of ny father. M too."

"Well, thanks for telling ne so soon," Reacher said.

She didn't reply to that. They lapsed into silence. The air was
stifling and the heat was sonehow m xing with the relentless drone of
the noise. The dark and the tenperature and the sound were |ike a
thick soup inside the truck. Reacher felt like he was drowning in it.
But it was the uncertainty that was doing it to him Many tinmes he'd
traveled thirty hours at a stretch in transport planes, worse
conditions than these. It was the huge new di mensi on of uncertainty
that was unsettling him



"So what about your nother?" he asked her again.

She shook her head.

"She died," she said. "I was twenty, in school. Some weird cancer."
"I"'msorry," he said. Paused, nervously. "Brothers and sisters?"
She shook her head agai n.

"Just me," she said.

He nodded, reluctantly.
"I was afraid of that," he said. "I was kind of hoping this could be
about somet hing el se, you know, maybe your nother was a judge or you

had a brother or a sister who was a congressman or sonething."

"Forget it," she said. There's just me. M and Dad. This is about
Dad. "

"But what about hin?" he said. "What the hell is this supposed to
achi eve? Ranson? Forget about it. Your old man's a big deal, but
he's just a soldier, been clawi ng his way up the arny pay-scal es al
his life. Faster than nost guys, | agree, but | know those
pay-scal es.

I was on those scales thirteen years. Didn't nake ne rich and they
won't have nmade himrich. Not rich enough for anybody to be thinking
about a ransom Sonebody wanted a ransom out of ki dnapi ng sonebody's

daughter, there are a mllion people ahead of you in Chicago al one."
Hol | y nodded.

This is about influence," she said. "He's responsible for two mllion
peopl e and two hundred billion dollars a year. Scope for influence

there, right?"
Reacher shook his head.

"No," he said. That's the problem | can't see what this is liable to
achi eve. "

He got to his knees and crawl ed forward al ong the mattresses.
"Hel |l are you doing?" Holly asked him

"W got to talk to them" he said. "Before we get where we're
goi ng. "

He Iifted his big fist and started poundi ng on the bul khead. Hard as
he could. Right behind where he figured the driver's head nust be. He
kept on pounding until he got what he wanted. Took a while. Severa
mnutes. Hs fist got sore. But the truck lurched off the highway and
started slowing. He felt the front wheels washing into gravel. The
brakes bit in. He was pressed up against the bul khead by the nmonent um
Holly rolled a couple of feet along the mattress. Gasped in pain as
her knee twi sted agai nst the notion



"Pull ed off the highway," Reacher said. "Mddle of nowhere."

This is a big m stake, Reacher," Holly said.

He shrugged and took her hand and hel ped her into a sitting position
back agai nst the bul khead. Then he slid forward and put hinself

bet ween her and the rear doors. He heard the three guys getting out of
the cab. Doors slamed. He heard their footsteps crunching over the
gravel. Two comi ng down the right flank, one down the left. He heard
the key sliding into the lock. The handl e turned.

The | eft-hand rear door opened two inches. First thing into the truck
was the nuzzle of the shotgun. Beyond it, Reacher saw a neani ngl ess
sliver of sky. Bright blue, small white clouds. Could have been
anywhere in the henisphere. Second thing into the truck was a O ock
17. Then a wist. The cuff of a cotton shirt. The O ock was
rock-steady. Loder.

This better be good, bitch," he called.

Hostile. A lot of tension in the voice.

"We need to talk," Readier called back.

The second O ock appeared in the narrow gap. Shaking slightly.

Tal k about what, asshol e?" Loder call ed.

Readi er listened to the stress in the guy's voice and watched the
second Cl ock trenbling through its random zi gzags.

This isn't going to work, guys," he said. "Woever told you to do
this, he isn't thinking straight. Mybe it felt |ike some kind of a
smart nove, but it's all wong. It isn't going to achi eve anything.

It's just going to get you guys in a shitload of trouble."

There was silence at the rear of the truck. Just for a second. But

| ong enough to tell Readier that Holly was right. Long enough to know
he'd nade a bad nistake. The steady C ock snapped back out of sight.
The shotgun jerked, like it had just changed ownership. Reacher flung
hi nsel f forward and snashed Holly down flat on the mattress. The
shotgun barrel tipped upward. Reacher heard the small click of the
trigger a tiny fraction before an enornous expl osion. The shotgun
fired into the roof. A huge blast. A hundred tiny holes appeared in
the nmetal. A hundred tiny points of blue light. Spent shot rattled
and bounced down and ricocheted around the truck like hail. Then the
sound of the gun faded into the hum of tenporary deaf ness.

Reacher felt the slamof the door. The sliver of daylight cut off. He
felt the rock of the vehicle as the three nmen clinbed back into the
cab. He felt the shake as the rough diesel caught. Then a forward
lurch and a yawto the left as the truck pulled back onto the

hi ghway.

First thing Reacher heard as his hearing cane back was a qui et keening
as the air whistled out through the hundred pellet holes in the roof.
It grew |ouder as the niles rolled by. A hundred high-pitched

whi stles, all grouped together a couple of semtones apart, fighting
and warbling Iike sone kind of demented birdsong.



"I nsane, right?" Holly said.
"Me or then?" he said.

He nodded an apol ogy. She nodded back and struggled up to a sitting
position. Used both hands to straighten her knee. The holes in the
roof were letting light through. Enough light that Reacher could see
her face clearly. He could interpret her expression. He could see the
flicker of pain. Like a blind com ng down in her eyes, then snapping
back up. He knelt and swept the spent pellets off the mattress. They
rattled across the netal floor

"Now you' ve got to get out,"
soon. "

she said. "You'll get yourself killed

The highlights in her hair flashed under the random bri ght
illum nation.

"I mean it," she said. "Qualified or not, | can't let you stay."

"I know you can't," he said.

He used his discarded shirt to sweep the pellets into a pile near the
doors. Then he straightened the mattresses and | ay back down. Rocked
gently with the notion. Stared at the holes in the sheet netal above
him They were |ike a map of sone di stant gal axy.

"My father will do what it takes to get ne back," Holly said.

Tal ki ng was harder than it had been before. The drone of the notor and
the runble of the road were conplicated by the high-pitched whistle
fromthe roof. A full spectrumof noise. Holly lay down next to
Reacher. She put her head next to his. Her hair fanned out and
brushed his cheek and fell to his neck. She squirmed her hips and
straightened her leg. There was still space between their bodies. The
decorous V shape was still there. But the angle was a little tighter
than it had been before.

"But what can he do?" Reacher said. Talk me through it."

"They're going to make sone kind of demand," she said. "You know, do
this or do that, or we hurt your girl."

She spoke slowy and there was a trenor in her voice. Reacher let his
hand drop into the space between them and found hers. He took it and
squeezed gently.

"Doesn't make any sense," he said. "Think about it. What does your
father do? He inplenents |ong-termpolicy, and he's responsible for
short-termreadi ness. Congress and the president and the defense
secretary thrash out the long-termpolicy, right? So if the joint
chairman tried to stand in their way, they'd just replace him
Especially if they know he's under this kind of pressure, right?"

"What about short-termreadi ness?" she said.

"Same sort of a thing," Reacher said. "He's only chairman of a
conmittee. There's the individual chiefs of staff in there too.

Arny,



inv navy, air force, Marines. |If they're all singing a different song
fromwhat your father is reporting upwards, that's not going to stay a
secret for long, is it? They' |l just replace him Take himout of the
equation al together."

Hol |y turned her head. Looked straight at him

"Are you sure?" she said. "Suppose these guys are working for lraqg or
somet hi ng? Suppose Saddam wants Kuwait again. But he doesn't want
anot her Desert Storm So he has nme kidnaped, and ny father says sorry,
can't be done, for all kinds of invented reasons?"

Reacher shrugged.

The answer's right there in the words you used," he said. The reasons
woul d be invented. Fact is, we could do Desert Stormagain, if we had
to. No problem Everybody knows that. So if your father started
denying it, everybody woul d know he was bullshitting, and everybody
woul d know why. They'd just sideline him The mlitary is a tough

pl ace, Holly, no roomfor sentinent. |If that's the strategy these guys
are pursuing, they're wasting their time. It can't work."

She was quiet for a |ong nmonent.

Then maybe this is about revenge," she said slowy. "Maybe sonebody is
puni shing himfor sonmething in the past. Maybe |I'mgoing to Iraq.
Maybe t hey want to nake hi m apol ogi ze for Desert Storm O Panama, or
Grenada, or lots of things."

Reacher lay on his back and rocked with the notion. He could fee
slight breaths of air stirring, because of the holes in the roof. He
realized the truck was now a | ot cool er, because of the new
ventilation. O because of his new nood.

Too arcane,” he said. "You' d have to be a pretty acute analyst to
blame the joint chairman for all that stuff. There's a string of nore
obvious targets. Higher-profile people, right? The president, the
def ense secretary, foreign service people, field generals. |f Baghdad
was | ooking for a public humliation they'd pick sonebody their people
could identify, not some paper-shuffler fromthe Pentagon."

"So what the hell is this about?" Holly said.
Reacher shrugged agai n.

"Utimately, nothing," he said. They haven't thought it through
properly. That's what makes them so dangerous. They're conpetent, but
they're stupid.”

The truck droned on another six hours. Another three hundred and fifty
mles, according to Reacher's guess. The inside tenperature had

cool ed, but Reacher wasn't trying to estimate their direction by the
tenmperature anynore. The pellet holes in the roof had upset that
calculation. He was relying on dead reckoning instead. A total of

ei ght hundred miles from Chicago he figured, and not in an easterly
direction. That left a big spread of possibilities. He traw ed

cl ockwi se round the map in his head. Could be in Georgia, Al abana,

M ssi ssippi, Louisiana. Could be in Texas, Gklahoma, the southwest
corner of Kansas. Probably no further west than that. Reacher's
mental map had brown shadi ng there, showi ng the eastern slopes of the



nmount ai ns, and the truck wasn't | aboring up any grades. Could be in
Nebraska or South Dakota. Maybe he was going to pass right by Mount
Rushmore, second tine in his life. Could have kept on past

M nneapolis, into North Dakota. Eight hundred mles from Chi cago,
anywhere along a giant arc drawn across the continent.

The light conming in through the pellet holes had been gone for hours
when the truck slowed and steered right. Up a ranp. Holly stirred and
turned her head. Looked straight at Reacher. Questions in her eyes.
Reacher shrugged back and waited. The truck paused and swung a right.
Crui sed down a straight road, then hung a left, a right, and carried on
straight, slower. Reacher sat up and found his shirt. Shrugged
hinself intoit. Holly sat up.

"Anot her hideout," she said. This is a well planned operation,
Reacher . "

This time it was a horse farm The truck bunped down a | ong track and
turned. Backed up. Reacher heard one of the guys getting out. His
door slammed. The truck |urched backward into another buil di ng.
Reacher heard t he exhaust noi se beat against the walls. Holly snelled
horse snell. The engine died. The other two guys got out. Reacher
heard the three of them grouping at the rear of the truck. Their key
slid into the lock. The door cracked open. The shotgun poked in
through the gap. This tine, not pointing upward. Pointing |evel.

"Qut," Loder called. The bitch first. Onits own."

Holly froze. Then she shrugged at Reacher and slid across the
mattresses. The door snapped w de open and two pairs of hands

1ftQ

sei zed her and dragged her out. The driver noved into view, aimng the
shotgun straight in at Reacher. H s finger was tight on the trigger

"Do somet hing, asshole,” he said. "Please, just give nme a damm
excuse. "

Reacher stared at him \Waited five long mnutes. Then the shotgun

j abbed forward. A C ock appeared next to it. Loder gestured. Reacher
nmoved slowy forward toward the two nuzzles. Loder |eaned in and
snapped a handcuff onto his wist. Looped the chain into the free half
and | ocked it. Used the chain to drag hi mout of the truck by the arm
They were in a horse barn. 1t was a wooden structure. Mich smaller
than the cow barn at their previous location. Mich older. It cane
froma different generation of agriculture. There were two rows of
stalls flanking an aisle. The floor was some kind of cobbled stone.

G een wth noss.

The central aisle was wi de enough for horses, but not w de enough for
the truck. It was backed just inside the door. Reacher saw a frame of
sky around the rear of the vehicle. A big, dark sky. Could have been
anywhere. He was led like a horse down the cobbled aisle. Loder was
hol di ng the chain. Stevie was wal ki ng si deways next to Reacher. His
@ ock was janmmed high up agai nst Reacher's tenple. The driver was
following, with the shotgun pressed hard into Reacher's kidney. It
bunped with every step. They stopped at the end stall, farthest from
the door. Holly was chained up in the space opposite. She was wearing
a handcuff, right wist, chain | ooped through the spare half into an



iron ring bolted into the back wall of the stall

The two guys with the guns fanned out in a |loose arc and Loder shoved
Reacher into his stall. Opened the cuff with the key. Looped the
chain through the iron ring bolted into the tinber on the back wall,

| ooped it again, twice, and relocked it into the cuff. He pulled at it
and shook it to confirmit was secure.

"Mattresses,"
truck."”

Reacher said. "Bring us the mattresses out of the

Loder shook his head, but the driver smled and nodded.
"OK," he said. "Good idea, asshole."

He stepped up inside and dragged the queen-size out. Struggled with it
all the way down the aisle and flopped it into Holly's stall. Kicked
it straight.

Tin

The bitch gets one," he said. "You don't."

He started | aughing and the other two joined in. They strolled away
down the aisle. The driver pulled the truck forward out of the barn
and the heavy doors creaked shut behind it. Reacher heard a heavy
crossbeam sl amming down into its retaining brackets on the outside and
the rattle of another chain and a padl ock. He glanced across at Holly.
Then he | ooked down at the danp stone fl oor

Reacher was squatted down, jamed into the far angle of the stall's
wooden walls. He was waiting for the three guys to cone back with
dinner. They arrived after an hour. Wth one O ock and the shotgun
And one netal mess tin. Stevie walked in with it. The driver took it
fromhimand handed it to Holly. He stood there |leering at her for a
second and then turned to face Reacher. Pointed the shotgun at him

"Bitch eats," he said. "You don't."
Reacher didn't get up. He just shrugged through the gl oom

That's a loss | can just about survive," he said.

Nobody replied to that. They just strolled back out. Pushed the heavy
wooden doors shut. Dropped the crossbeaminto place and chained it up
Reacher l|istened to their footsteps fade away and turned to Holly.

"What is it?" he asked.

She shrugged across the distance at him

"Some sort of a thin stew," she said. "O a thick soup, | guess. One
or the other. You want some?"

They give you a fork?" he asked.
"No, a spoon," she said.

"Shit," he said. "Can't do anything with a damm spoon."



"You want some?" she asked again.
"Can you reach?" he said.

She spent sone time eating, then she stretched out. One armtight

agai nst the chain, the other pushing the mess tin across the floor

Then she swi vel ed and used her good foot to slide the tin farther
across the stone. Reacher slid forward, feet first, as far as his
chain would let himgo. He figured if he could stretch far enough, he
could hook his foot around the tin and drag it in toward him But it
was hopel ess. He was six-five, and his arnms were about the |ongest the
arny tailors had ever seen, but even so he cane up four feet short.

He and Holly were stretched out in a perfect straight line, as near
together as their chains would Il et themget, but the nmess tin was stil
way out of his reach. "Forget it," he said. "Get it back while you

can." She hooked her own foot around the tin and pulled it back
"Sorry," she said. "You're going to be hungry.” "I'll survive," he
said. "Probably awful, anyway." "Right," she said. "It's shit.
Tastes |ike dog food." Reacher stared through the dark at her. He was

suddenly worri ed.

Hol Iy |ay down apol ogetically on her mattress and calmy went to sleep
but Reacher stayed awake. Not because of the stone floor. It was cold
and danmp, and hard. The cobbl estones were w ckedly |unpy. But that
was not the reason. He was waiting for sonmething. He was ticking off
the mnutes in his head, and he was waiting. H s guess was it would be
about three hours, maybe four. Way into the small hours, when
resistance is |l ow and patience runs out.

A long wait. The thirteen thousand seven hundred and sixty-first night
of his life, way down there in the bottomthird of the scale, lying
awake and waiting for something to happen. Something bad. Somet hing
he maybe had no chance of preventing. It was conming. He was certain
of that. He'd seen the signs. He lay and waited for it, ticking off
the minutes. Three hours, maybe four

It happened after three hours and thirty-four m nutes. The nanel ess
driver came back into the barn. Wde awake and al one. Reacher heard
his soft footsteps on the track outside. He heard the rattle of the
padl ock and the chain. He heard himlift the heavy crossbar out of its
brackets. The barn door opened. A bar of bright noonlight fell across
the floor. The driver stepped through it. Reacher saw a flash of his
pink pig's face. The guy hurried down the aisle. No weapon in his
hand.

"I'" m wat ching you, "
dead man."

Reacher said, quietly. "You back off, or you're a

The guy stopped opposite. He wasn't a conplete noron. He stayed well
out of range. His bright eyes traveled up fromthe handcuff on
Reacher's wist, along the chain, and rested on the iron ring in the
wal | . Then he sm |l ed.

"You watch if you want to," he said. "I don't mnd an audi ence. And
you m ght |earn sonething."

Holly stirred and woke up. Raised her head and gl anced around,
blinking in the dark



"What's goi ng on?" she said.

The driver turned to her. Reacher couldn't see his face. |t was
turned away. But he could see Holly's.

"We're going to have us a little fun, bitch,” the driver said. "Just
you and ne, with your asshole friend here watching and | earning."

He put his hands down to his wai st and unbuckled his belt. Holly
stared at him Started to sit up

"Got to be joking," she said. "You cone near ne, I'll kill you."
"You wouldn't do that," the driver said. "Now would you? After | gave
you a mattress and all? Just so we could be confortable while we're
doing it?"

Reacher stood up in his stall. Hs chain clanked loudly in the silent
ni ght .

“I'"1l kill you," he called. "You touch her, you're a dead man."

He said it once, and then he said it again. But it was |like the guy
wasn't hearing him Like he was deaf. Reacher was hit with a clang of

fear. |If the guy wasn't going to listen to him there was nothing he
could do. He shook his chain. It rattled loudly through the silence
of the night. It had no effect. The guy was just ignoring him

"You cone near ne, I'Il kill you," Holly said again.

Her | eg was sl owi ng her down. She was trapped in an awkward struggle
to stand up. The driver darted into her stall. Raised his foot and
stanped it down on her knee. She screaned in agony and col |l apsed and
curled into a ball

"You do what | tell you, bitch," the driver said. "Exactly what | tel
you, or you'll never wal k again."

Holly's screamdied into a sob. The driver pulled his foot back and
careful ly kicked her knee Iike he was aimng for a field goal right at
the end of the last quarter. She screaned again.

"You're a dead nman," Reacher yell ed.
The driver turned round and faced him Smled a wide snile

"You keep your nouth tight shut,"” he said. "One nore squeak out of
you, it'll be harder on the bitch, OK?"

The ends of his belt were hanging down. He balled his fists and
propped themon his hips. His big vivid face was glowing. H's hair
was bushed up like he'd just washed it and conbed it back. He turned
his head and spoke to Holly over his shoul der

"You wearing anything under that suit?" he asked her

Holly didn't speak. Silence in the barn. The guy turned to face her
Reacher saw her tracking his novenents.

"I asked you a question, bitch," he said. "You want another kick?"



She didn't reply. She was breathing hard. Fighting the pain. The
driver unzipped his pants. The sound of the zip was loud. It fought
with the rasping of three people breathing hard.

"You see this?" he asked. "You know what this is?"
"Sort of," Holly muttered. "It looks a little like a penis, only
smal ler."

He stared at her, blankly. Then he bellowed in rage and rushed into
her stall, swinging his foot. Holly dodged away. His short wi de | eg
swung and connected with nothing. He staggered off-balance. Holly's
eyes narrowed in a gleamof triunmph. She dodged back and smashed her
el bow into his stomach. She did it right. Used his own nonmentum
against him wused all her weight |like she wanted to punch his spine
right out through his back. Caught himwith a solid blow. The guy
gasped and spun away.

Reacher whooped in admiration. And relief. He thought: couldn't have
done it better nyself, kid. The guy was heaving. Reacher saw his
face, crunpled in pain. Holly was snarling in triunph. She scranbled
on one knee after him Going for his groin. Reacher willed her on
She | aunched herself at him The guy turned and took it on the thigh

Hol Iy had planned for that. It left his throat open to her el bow.
Reacher sawit. Holly sawit. She lined it up. The killing blow A
vicious arcing curve. It was going to rip his head off. She swung it
in. Then her chain snapped tight and stopped her short. It clanked

hard against the iron ring and jerked her backward.

Reacher's grin froze on his face. The guy staggered out of range.
St ooped and panted and caught his breath. Then he straightened up and
hitched his belt higher. Holly faced him one-handed. Her chain was

tight against the wall, vibrating with the tension she had on it.
"I like a fighter," the guy gasped. "Mkes it nore interesting for ne.
But make sure you save yourself some energy for later. | don't want

you just lying there."

Holly glared at him breathing hard. Crackling with aggression. But
she was one-handed. The guy stepped in again and she swung a stinging
punch. Fast and low. He crowded |eft and blocked it. She couldn't
deliver the followup. Her other armwas pinned back. He raised his
foot and kicked for her stomach. She arched around it. He kicked out

again and stunbl ed straight into an el bow, hard against his ear. It
was the wong elbow, with no force behind it because of her inpossible
position. A poor blow It left her off-balance. The driver stepped

cl ose and kicked her in the gut. She went down. He kicked out again
and caught her knee. Reacher heard it crunch. She screanmed in agony.
Col | apsed on the mattress. The driver breathed fast and stood there.

"I asked you a damm question," he said.

Hol ly was deathly white and trenbling. She was withing around on the
mattress, one arm pi nned behind her, gasping with the pain. Reacher
saw her face, flashing through the bar of bright noonlight.

"I"'mwaiting, bitch," the guy said.

Reacher saw her face again. Saw she was beaten. The fight was out of



her .
"Want anot her kicking?" the driver said.
There was silence in the barn again.

"I"'mwaiting for an answer," the guy said.

Reacher stared over, waiting. There was still silence. Just the
raspi ng of three people breathing hard in the quiet. Then Holly
spoke.

"What was the question?" she said, quietly.

The guy smled down at her.

"You wearing anything under that suit?" he said.

Hol |y nodded. Didn't speak

"OK, what?" the guy said to her

"Underwear," she said, quietly.

The guy cupped a hand behind his ear

"Can't hear you, bitch," he said.

"I'"'mwearing underwear, you bastard," she said, |ouder
The guy shook his head.

"Bad nane," he said. "I'mgoing to need an apol ogy for that."

"Screw you," Holly said

"Il kick you again," the guy said. "In the knee. | do that,
you'll never walk without a stick, the whole rest of your life,
you bitch."

Hol |y | ooked away.

"Your choice, bitch," the guy said.

He raised his foot. Holly stared down at her nmattress.

"OK, | apologize," she said. "lI'msorry."

The guy nodded, happily.

"Describe your underwear to ne," he said. "Lots of detail."
She shrugged. Turned her face away and spoke to the wooden wall .
"Bra and pants," she said. "Victoria's Secret. Dark peach."

"Ski npy?" the driver asked.



She shrugged again, mserably, |ike she knew for sure what the next
guestion was going to be.

"l guess," she said.

"Want to show it to me?" the guy said.

"No, " she said.

The driver took a step cl oser.

"So you do want another kicking?" he said.

She didn't speak. The guy cupped his hand behind his ear again.
"Can't hear you, bitch," he said.

"What was the question?" Holly nuttered.

"You want anot her kicking?" the guy said.

Hol | y shook her head.

"No," she said again.

"OK," he said. "Show ne your underwear and you won't get one."

He raised his foot. Holly raised her hand. It went to the top button
on her suit. Reacher watched her. There were five buttons down the
front of her suit. Reacher willed her to undo each of themslowy and
rhythmcally. He needed her to do that. It was vital. Slowy and
rhythmcally, Holly, he pleaded silently. He gripped his chain with
both hands. Four feet fromwhere it |ooped into the iron ring on the
back wall. He tightened his hands around it.

She undid the top button. Reacher counted: one. The driver |eered
down. Her hand slid to the next button. Reacher tightened his grip
again. She undid the second button. Reacher counted: two. Her hand
slid down to the third button. Reacher turned square-on to |Ifi face
the rear wall of his stall and took a deep breath. Turned his head and
wat ched over his shoulder. Holly undid the third button. Her breasts
swel | ed out. Dark-peach brassiere. Skinmpy and lacy. The driver
shuffled fromfoot to foot. Reacher counted: three. He exhaled right
fromthe bottomof his lungs. Holly's hand slid down to the fourth
button. Reacher took a deep breath, the deepest breath of his whole
life. He tightened his hold on the chain until his knuckl es shone
white. Holly undid the fourth button. Reacher counted: four. Her
hand slid down. Paused a beat. Wiited. Undid the fifth button. Her
suit fell open. The driver |eered dowmn and nade a snmall sound. Reacher
j erked back and smashed his foot into the wall. R ght under the iron
ring. He smashed his wei ght backward agai nst the chain, two hundred
and twenty pounds of coiled fury expl oding against the force of his
kick. Splinters of danmp wood burst out of the wall. The old planks
shattered. The bolts tore right out of the tinber. Reacher was hurl ed
backward. He swarned up to his feet, his chain whipping and flailing
angrily behind him

"Five!" he screaned.

He seized the driver by the armand hurled himinto his stall. Threw



hi m agai nst the back wall. The guy snmashed into it and hung like a
broken doll. He staggered forward and Reacher kicked himin the
stomach. The guy jackknifed in the air, feet right off the ground, and
smashed flat on his face on the cobbl estones. Reacher doubled his
chain and swung it through the air. Ained the lethal length at the
guy's head like a giant nmetal whip. The iron ring centrifuged out |ike
an ol d nedi eval weapon. But at the |ast second Reacher changed his
mnd. Wenched the chain out of its trajectory and let it smash and
spark into the stones on the floor. He grabbed the driver, one hand on
his collar and one hand in his hair. Lifted himbodily across the
aisle to Holly's mattress. Jammed his ugly face down into the softness
and | eaned on himuntil he suffocated. The guy bucked and thrashed,

but Reacher just planted a giant hand flat on the back of his skull and
waited patiently until he died.

Holly was staring at the corpse and Reacher was sitting next to her
panting. He was spent and linp fromthe explosive force of tearing the
iron ring out of the wall. It felt like a lifetime of physical effort
had gone into one split second. A lifetime supply of adrenalin was
boiling through him The clock inside his head had expl oded and
stopped. He had no idea how |l ong they had been sitting there. He
shook hinmsel f and staggered to his feet. Dragged the body away and
left it in the aisle, up near the open door. Then he wandered back and
squatted next to Holly. H's fingers were bruised fromhis desperate
grip on the chain, but he forced themto be delicate. He did up al

her buttons, one by one, right to the top. She was taking quick short
breaths. Then she flung her arms round his neck and held on tight. Her
breat hi ng sucked and bl ew agai nst his shirt.

They hel d each other for a long nmoment. He felt the fury drain out of
her. They let each other go and sat side by side on the mattress,
staring into the gloom She turned to himand put her small hand
lightly on top of his.

"Now | guess | owe you," she said.

"My pleasure,"” Reacher said. "Hey, believe ne."

"I needed help," she said quietly. "I've been fooling nyself."

He flipped his hand over and closed it around hers.

"Bullshit, Holly," he said, gently. Tine to tinme, we all need help.
Don't feel bad about it. |If you were fit, you'd have sl aughtered him
| could see that. One arm and one |eg, you were nearly there. It's
just your knee. Pain like that, you' ve got no chance. Believe ne, |
know what it's like. After the Beirut thing, | couldn't have taken

candy from a baby, best part of a year."

She smled a slight smle and squeezed his hand. The clock inside his
head started up again. GCetting close to dawn.

us
El GHTEEN

SEVEN- TVENTY WEDNESDAY MORNI NG EAST COAST Tl ME, GENERAL Johnson | eft

t he Pentagon. He was out of uniform dressed in a |ightweight business

suit, and he wal ked. It was his preferred method of getting around. It
was a hot norning in Washi ngton, and al ready humid, but he stepped out



at a steady speed, arns swinging |loosely through a small arc, head up
br eat hi ng hard.

He wal ked north through the dust on the shoul der of George WAshi ngton
Boul evard, al ong the edge of the great cenetery on his left, through
Lady Bird Johnson Park, and across the Arlington Menorial Bridge. Then
he wal ked cl ockwi se around the Lincoln Menorial, past the Vietnam Wall
and turned right along Constitution Avenue, the Reflecting Pool on his
right, the Washi ngton Monunent up ahead. He wal ked past the Nationa
Museum of Anerican Hi story, past the National Miseum of Nat ural

H story, and turned left onto 9th Street. Exactly three and a half
mles, on a glorious norning, an hour's brisk wal k through one of the
world's great capital cities, past |andmarks the world's tourists flock
to phot ograph, and he saw absolutely nothing at all except the dul

m st of worry hanging just in front of his eyes. He crossed

Pennsyl vani a Avenue and entered the Hoover Building through the main
doors. Laid his hands pal ns-down on the reception counter

The chairman of the joint chiefs of staff,"” he said. To see the

director."

H s hands |left two pal mshaped patches of danpness on the | aninate. The
agent who cane down to show himupstairs noticed them Johnson was
silent in the elevator. Harland Wbster was waiting for himat the
door to his private suite. Johnson nodded to him Didn't speak
Webst er stood aside and gestured himinto the inner office. It was
dark. There was a | ot of nmahogany paneling, and the blinds were

cl osed. Johnson sat down in a |eather chair and Wbster wal ked around
himto his desk

"I don't want to get in your way," Johnson said.

He | ooked at Webster. Wbster worked for a nmonent, decoding that
sentence. Then he nodded, cautiously.

"You spoke with the president?" he asked.
Johnson nodded.
"You understand it's appropriate for ne to do so?" he asked.

"Naturally," Webster said. "Situation like this, nobody should worry
about protocol. You call himor go see hinP"

"I went to see him" Johnson said. "Several tines. | had several |ong
conversations with him"

Webster thought: face to face. Several |ong conversations. Wrse than
| thought, but understandabl e.

"And?" he asked.

Johnson shrugged.

"He told nme he'd placed you in personal conmand," he said.
Webst er nodded.

"Ki dnaping," he said. "It's Bureau territory, whoever the victim
is."



Johnson nodded, slowy.

"I accept that," he said. "For now"
"But you're anxious," Wbster said. "Believe me, CGeneral, we're al
anxi ous. "

Johnson nodded again. And then he asked the question he'd wal ked three
and a half nmiles to ask

"Any progress?" he said.

Webst er shrugged.

"W're into the second full day," he said. "I don't like that at

all."

He | apsed into silence. The second full day of a kidnaping is a kind
of threshold. Any early chance of a resolution is gone. The situation
starts to harden up. It starts to becone a long, intractable
set-piece. The danger to the victimincreases. The best tine to clear
up a kidnaping is the first day. The second day, the process gets
tougher. The chances get smaller

"Any progress?" Johnson asked agai n.

Webst er | ooked away. The second day is when the kidnapers start to
conmuni cate. That had al ways been the Bureau's experience. The second
day, sick and frustrated about m ssing your first and best chance, you
sit around, hoping desperately the guys will call. If they don't cal
on the second day, chances are they aren't going to call at all

"Anything | can do?" Johnson asked.
Webst er nodded.

"You can give nme a reason,'
t hi s?"

he said. "Wo would threaten you like

Johnson shook his head. He'd been asking hinself the same question
since Monday ni ght.

"Nobody, " he said.

"You should tell ne," Wbster said. "Anything secret, anything hidden
better you tell me right now It's inportant, for Holly's sake."

"I know that," Johnson said. "But there's nothing. Nothing at all."

Webster nodded. He believed him because he knew it was true. He had
revi ewed the whol e of Johnson's Bureau file. It was a weighty
docunent. It started on page one with brief biographies of his
mat er nal great-grandparents. They had come froma small European
principality which no | onger existed.

"WIl Holly be OK?" Johnson asked quietly.

The recent file pages recounted the death of Johnson's wife. A
surprise, a vicious cancer, no nore than six weeks, beginning to end.



Covert psychiatric opinion comm ssioned by the Bureau had predicted the

old guy would hold up because of his daughter. It had proven to be a
correct diagnosis. But if he lost her too, you didn't need to be a
psychiatrist to know he wouldn't handle it well. Wbster nodded again

and put sone conviction into his voice.
"She'll be fine," he said.
"So what have we got so far?" Johnson asked.

"Four guys," Webster said. "W've got their pickup truck. They
abandoned it prior to the snatch. Burned it and left it. W found it
north of Chicago. It's being airlifted down here to Quantico, right
now. Qur people will go over it."

"For clues?" Johnson said. "Even though it burned?"
Webst er shrugged.

"Burning is pretty dunmb," he said. "It doesn't really obscure much.
Not from our people, anyway. We'Ill use that pickup to find them"

"And t hen what?" Johnson asked.
Webst er shrugged agai n.

Then we'll go get your daughter back," he said. "Qur hostage rescue
teamis standing by. Fifty guys, the best in the world at this kind of
thing. Waiting right by their choppers. W'Ill go get her, and we'll
tidy up the guys who grabbed her."

There was a short silence in the dark qui et room
"Tidy them up?" Johnson said. "What does that nean?"

Webst er gl anced around his own office and | owered his voice. Thirty-six
years of habit.

"Policy," he said. "A nmajor DC case like this? No publicity. No
nmedi a access. We can't allowit. This sort of thing gets on TV, every
nut in the country is going to be trying it. So we go in quietly. Sone
weapons will get discharged. |Inevitable in a situation like this. A
little collateral damage here and there."

Johnson nodded sl owy.
"You're going to execute thenP" he asked, vaguely.

Webster just |ooked at him neutrally. Bureau psychiatrists had
suggested to himthe anticipation of deadly revenge could hel p sustain
self-control, especially with people accustoned to direct action, I|ike
ot her agents, or soldiers.

"Policy," he said again. "M/ policy. And like the man says, |'ve got
per sonal conmand. "

The charred pickup was lifted onto an al um num pl atform and secured
with nylon ropes. An air force Chinook hammered over fromthe mlitary
conmpound at O Hare and hovered above it, its downdraft whipping the
lake into a frenzy. It winched its chain down and eased the pickup



into the air. Swng round over the |ake and dipped its nose and roared
back west to O Hare. Set its |oad down right in front of the open nose
of a Galaxy transport. Air force ground crew wi nched the platform

i nside. The cargo door closed on it and four mnutes |ater the Gal axy
was taxiing. Four minutes later again it was in the air, groaning east
towar ds Washi ngton. Four hours after that, it was roaring over the
capital, heading for Andrews Air Force Base. As it |anded, another
borrowed Chi nook took off and waited in nmid air. The Galaxy taxied to
its apron and the pickup was wi nched out. The Chi nook swooped down and
swung it into the air. Flewit south, following 1-95 into Virginia,
forty mles, all the way to Quantico.

The Chinook set it down gently on the tarmac right outside the vehicle
| ab. Bureau techs ran out, white coats flapping in the fierce
downdraft, and dragged the platformin through the roller door. They
wi nched the weck off the platformand pulled it into the center of the
| arge shed. They rolled arc lights into a rough circle around it and
it themup. Then they stood there for a second, |ooking exactly like
a team of pathol ogists getting ready to go to work on a corpse

CGeneral Johnson retraced his steps exactly. He made it down 9th
Street, past Natural Hi story, past Anerican Hi story, his mouth forced
into a tense rigid oval, breathing hard. He walked the | ength of the
reflecting pool with his throat clanping and gaggi ng. He swung | eft
into Constitution Avenue and nade it as far as the VietnamWall. Then
he stopped. There was a fair crowd, stunned and quiet, as always. He
| ooked at them He |ooked at hinself in the black granite. He didn't

stand out. He was in a lightweight gray suit. It was OK. So he |et
his vision blur with his tears and he noved forward and turned and sat
agai nst the base of the wall, sobbing and crying with his back pressed

agai nst the gol den nanmes of boys who had died thirty years ago.
NI NETEEN

REACHER BALLED H' S LOOSE CHAIN I NTO H'S HAND AND SLI PPED OUT of the
barn into the pre-dawn twilight. He walked twenty paces and st opped.
Freedom The night air was soft and infinite around him He was
unconfined. But he had no idea where he was. The barn stood al one,
isolated fifty yards froma clutch of farm buildings of simlar old
vintage. There was a house, and a couple of small sheds, and an open
structure with a new pickup parked init. Next to the pickup was a
tractor. Next to the tractor, ghostly white in the noonlight, was the
truck. Reacher wal ked over , the rocky track toward it. The front
doors were |ocked. The rear doors were |ocked. He ran back to the
horse barn and searched through the dead driver's pockets. Nothing
except the padl ock key fromthe barn door. No keys to the truck

He ran back, squeezing the nass of chain to keep it from naking a
sound, past the tractor barn, and | ooked at the house. Walked right
around it. The front door was |ocked tight. The back door was | ocked
tight. And there was a dog behind it. Reacher heard it nove in its
sleep. He heard a low, sleepy grow. He wal ked away.

He stood on the track, halfway back to the horse barn, and | ooked
around. He trained his eyes on the indistinct horizon and turned a
full circle in the dark. Sone kind of a huge, enmpty | andscape.

Fl at, endless, no discernible features. The danmp night snell of a
mllion acres of something growing. A pale streak of dawn in the east.
He shrugged and ducked back inside. Holly raised herself on one el bow



and | ooked a question at him
"Problens," he said. "The handcuff keys are in the house. So are the
truck keys. | can't go in for them because there's a dog in there.
It's going to bark and wake everybody up. There's nore than the two
others in there. This is some kind of a working farm There's a

pi ckup and a tractor. Could be four or five armed nen in there. \When
that damm dog barks, |I've had it. And it's nearly daylight."

"Problens," Holly said.

"Right," he said. "W can't get at a vehicle, and we can't just walk
away because you're chained up and you can't wal k and we're about a
mllion nmiles fromanywhere, anyway."

"Where are we?" she asked
He shrugged.
"No idea," he said.

"I want to see," she said. "l want to see outside. |'msick of being
closed in. Can't you get this chain off?"

Reacher ducked behind her and | ooked at the iron ring in her wall. The
timber | ooked a little better than his had been. C oser grained. He
shook the ring and he knew it was hopel ess. She nodded, reluctantly.

"W wait," she said. "W wait for a better chance."”

He hurried back to the mddle stalls and checked the walls, |ow down,
where it was danpest and the siding was nmade fromthe | ongest boards.
He tapped and kicked at them Chose one particul ar place and pressed
hard with his foot. The board gave slightly and opened a gap agai nst
its rusty nail. He worked the gap and sprung the next board, and the
next, until he had a flap which would open tall enough to craw

t hrough. Then he ducked back into the center aisle and piled the | oose
end of his chain onto the dead driver's stomach. Fished in the trouser
pocket and pulled out the padlock key. Held it in his teeth. Bent
down and picked up the body and the chain together. Carried them out

t hrough the open door.

He carried them about twenty-five yards. Away fromthe house. Then he
rested the body on its feet, supporting it by the shoul ders, l|ike he
was dancing with a drunken partner. Ducked forward and jacked it up
onto his shoulder. Caught the chain with one hand and wal ked away down
the track.

He wal ked fast for twenty minutes. Mre than a mle. Along the track
to a road. Turned |left down the road and out into the enpty
countryside. It was horse country. Railed paddocks ran left and right
besi de the road. Endless flat grassland, cool and danp in the |ast of
the night. GOccasional trees |oomng through the dark. A narrow,
straight, lunpy road surface.

He wal ked down the center of the road. Then he ducked onto the grassy
shoul der and found a ditch. It ran along the base of the paddock rail
He turned a conplete circle, with the dead driver windmlling on his
shoul der. He could see nothing. He was nore than a nmile fromthe farm
and he could have been nore than a hundred miles fromthe next one. He



bent over and dropped the body into the ditch. It flopped down through
the I ong grass and | anded face-down in nmud. Readier turned and ran the
mle back to the farm The streak of dawn was |ightening the sky.

He turned into the rough track. There were lights in the w ndows of
the farmhouse. He sprinted for the barn. Pushed the heavy wooden
doors closed fromthe outside. Lifted the crossbeaminto its supports
and locked it in place with the padl ock key. Ran back to the track and
hurled the key far into the field. Wadnesday was flam ng up over the
hori zon. He sprinted for the far side of the barn and found the gap
he'd sprung in the siding. Pushed his chain in ahead of him Squeezed
his shoul ders through and forced his way back inside. Pulled the
boards back flush with the old tinbers, best as he could. Then he cane
back into the aisle and stood bent over, breathing hard.

"Al'l done," he said. They'll never find him"

He scooped up the nmetal ness tin with the cold remains of the soup in
it. Scratched around in his stall for the fallen bolts. He gathered
as many wood splinters as he could find. Slopped themaround in the
cold soup and forced them back into the ragged bolt holes. He wal ked
over to Holly's stall and put the tin back on the ground. Kept the
spoon. He assenbled the bolts through the holes in the base of the
iron ring, hanging there off his length of chain. Forced them hone
anong the sticky splinters. Used the back of the spoon to press them
firmy in. He ran the chain through the loop until it was hanging
strai ght down and resting on the stone floor. M nimm stress on the
fragile assenbly.

He tossed the spoon back to Holly. She caught it one-handed and put it
back in the tin. Then he ducked down and |istened through the boards.
The dog was outside. He could hear it snuffling. Then he heard
peopl e. Footsteps on the track. They ran to the doors of the barn
They shook and rattled the crossheam Retreated. There was shouting.
They were calling a nane, over and over again. The crack around the
barn door was lighting up with norning. The tinmbers of the barn were
creaking as the sun fl ooded over the horizon and warmed t hem t hrough

The footsteps ran back to the barn. The padlock rattled and the chain
cane off. The crossbeam thunped to the ground. The door groaned open
Loder stepped inside. He had the Cock in his hand and strain show ng
in his face. He stood just inside the door. H's eyes were flicking
back and forward between Reacher and Holly. The strain in his face was
edged by anger. Sone kind of a cold light in his eyes. Then the junpy
guy stepped in behind him Stevie. He was carrying the driver's
shotgun. And smiling. He crowded past Loder and ran down the centra
cobbl ed aisle. Raised the shotgun and pointed it strai ght at Reacher
Loder started after him Stevie crunched a round into the chanber.
Reacher shifted a foot to his left, so the iron ring was hi dden from

vi ew behind him

"What's the problen?" he asked.

"You are, asshole," Loder said. "Situation has changed. W're a nan
short. So you just becane one person too nany."

Reacher was on his way to the floor as Stevie pulled the trigger. He
| anded flat on the hard cobbles and hurled hinself forward as the
shot gun booned and the stall blew apart. The air was instantly thick
with splinters of danp wood and the stink of gunpowder. The plank



holding the iron ring fell out of the shattered wall and the chain
clattered to the floor. Reacher rolled over and gl anced up. Stevie
lifted the shotgun vertical and crunched another round into the
chanmber. Swung the barrel down and ai med agai n.

"Wait!" Holly screaned
Stevie glanced at her. |Inpossible not to.

"Don't be a damm fool,’
have the tine for this."

she yelled. "Hell are you doing? You don't

Loder turned to face her.

"He's run, right?" she said. "Your driver? |s that what happened? He
bailed out and ran for it, right? So you need to get going. You don't
have time for this."

Loder stared at her.
"Ri ght now you're ahead of the gane," Holly said urgently. "But you
shoot this guy, you got the local cops a half-hour behind you. You
need to get going."

Reacher gasped up at her fromthe floor. She was magnificent. She was
sucking all their attention her way. She was saving his life.

"Two of you, two of us,"”
ri ght?"

she said urgently. "You can handle it,

There was silence. Dust and powder drifted in the air. Then Loder
st epped back, covering themboth with his automatic. Reacher watched
t he di sappoi ntnent on Stevie's face. He stood slowy and pulled the
chain clear of the weckage. The iron ring fell out of the snmashed
wood and cl anked on the stones.

"Bitch is right," Loder said. "W can handle it."

He nodded to Stevie. Stevie ran for the door and Loder turned and
pul l ed his key and unl ocked Holly's wist. Dropped her cuff on her
mattress. The weight of the chain pulled it back toward the wall. It
pull ed off the edge of the mattress and slid onto the cobbl estones with
a loud netal lic sound.

"OK, asshole, real quick," Loder said. "Before | change ny mind."

Reacher | ooped his chain into his hand. Ducked down and picked Holly
up, under her knees and shoulders. They heard the truck start up. It
sl ewed backward into the entrance. Jammed to a stop. Reacher ran
Holly to the truck. Laid her down inside. Cinbed in after her. Loder
sl amred the doors and shut theminto darkness.

"Now | guess | owe you," Reacher said quietly.

Holly just waved it away. An enbarrassed little gesture. Reacher
stared at her. He liked her. Liked her face. He gazed at it.
Recalled it white and di sgusted as the driver taunted her. Saw the
snooth swell of her breasts under his filthy drooling gaze. Then the
pi cture changed to Stevie snmiling and shooting at him chained to the
wal | . Then he heard Loder say: the situation has changed.



Everyt hi ng had changed. He had changed. He lay and felt the ol d anger
inside himgrinding like gears. Cold, inplacable anger

Uncontrollable. They had made a m stake. They had changed himfrom a
spectator into an enemy. A bad mistake to make. They had pushed open
t he forbidden door, not know ng what woul d come bursting back out at
them He lay there and felt like a ticking bonb they were carrying
deep into the heart of their territory. He felt the flood of anger
and thrilled with it, and savored it, and stored it up

Now there was only one mattress inside the truck. It was only three
feet wide. And Stevie was a very erratic driver. Readier and Holly
were |ying down, pressed tight together. Reacher's left wist stil
had the cuff and the chain | ocked onto it. His right armwas around
Hol I y's shoul ders. He was holding her tight. Tighter than he really
needed to.

"How much farther?" she asked

"We' || be there before nightfall," he said, quietly. "They didn't
bring your chain. No nore overnight stops.”

She was silent for a nonent.

"I don't knowif I'mglad or not," she said. "I hate this truck, but I
don't know if | want to actually arrive anywhere."

Reacher nodded
"It reduces our chances," he said. "Rule of thunmb is escape while
you're on the nove. It gets nmuch harder after that."

The notion of the truck indicated they were on a highway. But either
the terrain was different, or Stevie couldn't handle the truck, or

bot h, because they were swaying violently. The guy was swinging |ate
into turns and jamm ng the vehicle fromside to side, |ike he was
havi ng a struggl e stayi ng between the | ane markers. Holly was getting
t hrown agai nst Reacher's side. He pulled her closer and held her
tighter. She snuggled in close, instinctively. He felt her hesitate,
like she realized she'd acted w thout thinking, then he felt her decide
not to pull away again.

"You feel OK?" she asked him "You killed a man."
He was quiet for a |ong nonent.

"He wasn't the first," he said. "And | just decided he won't be the
last."

She turned her head to speak at the sanme tinme he did. The truck swayed
violently to the left. Their lips were an inch apart. The truck
swayed again. They kissed. At first it was light and
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tentative. Reacher felt the new soft lips on his, and the unfaniliar
new taste and snell and feel. Then they ki ssed harder. Then the truck
started hammering through a series of sharp curves, and they forgot al
about kissing and just held on tight, trying not to be thrown right off



the mattress onto the ridged netal floor.
ion
TVENTY

BROGAN WAS THE GUY WHO MADE THE BREAKTHROUGH I N CH CAGD. He was the
third guy that nmorning to wal k past the can of white paint out there on
t he abandoned industrial lot, but he was the first to realize its

si gni ficance.

The truck they stole was white," Brogan said. "Sone kind of ID on the
side. They painted over it. Got to be that way. The can was right
there, with a brush, about ten feet fromthe Lexus. Stands to reason
they woul d park the Lexus right next to the truck, right? Therefore
the paint can was next to where the truck had been."

"What sort of paint?" MGath asked.

"Ordinary household paint," Brogan said. "A quart can. Two-inch
brush. Price tag still on it, froma hardware store. And there are
fingerprints in the splashes on the handle."

MG at h nodded and smi | ed.

"OK," he said. "Go to work."

Brogan took the conputer-aided mug shots with himto the hardware store
naned on the paintbrush handle. It was a cranped, famly-owned place,
two hundred yards fromthe abandoned I ot. The counter was attended by
a stout old worman with a mind like a steel trap. Straightaway she
identified the picture of the in guy who the video had caught at the
wheel of the Lexus. She said the paint and the brush had been
purchased by hi mabout ten o'clock Monday norning. To prove it, she
rattl ed open an ancient drawer and pulled out Monday's register roll.
Seven ninety-eight for the paint, five ninety-eight for the brush, plus
tax, right there on the roll.

"He paid cash," she said.

"You got a video systemin here?" Brogan asked her.

"No, " she said.

"Doesn't your insurance conpany say you got to?" he asked.

The stout old woman just sniled.

"We're not insured," she said.

Then she | eaned under the counter and came up with a shotgun.

"Not by no insurance conpany, anyway," she said.

Brogan | ooked at the weapon. He was pretty sure the barrel was way too
short for the piece to be legal. But he wasn't about to start worrying

over such a thing. Not right then.

"OK," he said. "You take care now. "



More than seven million people in the Chicago area, sonething like ten
mllion road vehicles, but only one white truck had been reported
stolen in the twenty-four-hour period between Sunday and Monday. It
was a white Ford Econoline. Omed and operated by a South Side
electrician. Hi s insurance conpany nmade himenpty the truck at night,
and store his stock and tools inside his shop. Anything left inside
the truck was not covered. That was the rule. It was an irksone rule,
but on Mdonday norni ng when the guy cane out to load up and the truck
was gone, it started to look like a rule which made a whole | ot of
sense. He had reported the theft to the insurance broker and the
police, and he was not expecting to hear rmuch nore about it. So he was
duly inmpressed when two FBI agents turned up, forty-eight hours later
asking all kinds of urgent questions.

"OK," McGath said. "W know what we're |ooking for. White Econoline,
new paint on the sides. W've got the plates. Now we need to know
where to | ook. |deas?"

"Coming up on forty-eight hours," Brogan said. "Assune an average
speed of fifty-five? That would nake the max range sonewhere nore than
twenty-six hundred mles. That's effectively anywhere on the North
Anerican continent, for God' s sake."

Too pessimistic," MIlosevic said. They probably stopped nights. Cal

it six hours' driving tinme on Monday, maybe ten on Tuesday, maybe four
so far today, total of twenty hours, that's a maxi numrange of el even
hundred miles."

"Needl e in a haystack," Brogan said.
McG at h shrugged.

"So let's find the haystack," he said. Then we'll go |ook for the
needle. Call it fifteen hundred maxi rum \What does that | ook |ike?"

Brogan pulled a road atlas fromthe stack of reference material on the
table. He opened it up to the early section where the whole country
was shown all at once, all the states splattered over one page in a
colorful nosaic. He checked the scale and traced his fingernail in a
circle.

That's anywhere shy of California," he said. "Half of Washington
State, half of Oregon, none of California and absolutely all of
everywhere el se. Sonewhere around a zillion square mles."

There was a depressed silence in the room

"Mount ai ns between here and Washington State, right?" MGath said
"So let's assunme they're not in Washington State yet. O Oegon. O

California. O Alaska or Hawaii. So we've cut it down already. Only
forty-five states to call, right? Let's go to work."

They m ght have gone to Canada," Brogan said. "O Mexico, or a boat or
a plane."

M | osevi c shrugged and took the atlas fromhim

"You're too pessimstic," he said again.

"Needl e in a damm hayst ack," Brogan sai d back



Three fl oors above themthe Bureau fingerprint technicians were |ooking
at the paintbrush Brogan had brought in. 1t had been used once only,
by a fairly clunmsy guy. The paint was matted up in the bristles, and
had run onto the mld steel ferrule which bound the bristles into the
wooden handl e. The guy had used an action which had put his thumb on
the back of the ferrule, and his first two fingers on the front. It
was suggestive of a medi um hei ght guy reaching up and brushi ng pai nt
onto a flat surface, level with his head, naybe a little higher, the
pai nt brush handl e poi nti ng downward. A Ford

Econoline was just a fraction | ess than eighty-one inches tall. Any
sign witing would be about seventy inches off the ground. The
conputer could not calculate this guy's height, because it had only
seen himsitting down inside the Lexus, but the way the brush had been
used, he nust have been five-eight, five-nine, reaching up and brushing
just alittle above his eye-level. Brushing hard, with sone |atera
force. There wasn't going to be a ot of finesse in the finished job.

Wet paint is a pretty good medium for trapping fingerprints, and the
techs knew they weren't going to have a lot of trouble. But for the
sake of conpl eteness, they ran every process they had, from fl uoroscopy
down to the traditional gray powder. They ended up with three and a
hal f good prints, clearly the thunb and the first two fingers of the
right hand, with the extra bonus of a lateral half of the little
finger. They enhanced the focus in the conmputer and sent the prints
down the digital line to the Hoover Building in Washington. They added
a code instructing the big database down there to search with maxi num
speed.

In the labs at Quantico the hunters were divided into two packs. The
burned pi ckup had been torn apart and half the staff were exam ning the
m nut e physical traces unique to that particular vehicle. The other
hal f were chasing through the fragmented records held by the

manuf acturers, listening out for the faint echoes of its construction
and subsequent sal es history.

It was a Dodge, ten years old, built in Detroit. The chassis nunber
and the code stanped into the iron of the engine block were both
original. The nunbers enabled the manufacturer to identify the
original shipment. The pickup had rolled out of the factory gate one
April and had been | oaded onto a railroad wagon and haul ed to
California. Then it had been driven to a dealership in Mjave. The
deal er had paid the invoice in May and, beyond that, the manufacturer
had no further know edge of the vehicle.

The deal ership in Mjave had gone belly-up two years later. New owners
had bought the franchise. Current records were in their conputer
Ancient history frombefore the change in ownership was all in storage
Not every day that a small autonotive deal ership on the edge of the
desert gets a call fromthe FBlI Acadeny at Quantico, so there was a
prom se of rapid action

The sal es manager hinself undertook to get the information and cal
ri ght back.

The vehicle itself was pretty nuch burned out. All the soft clues were
gone. There were no plates. There was nothing significant in the
interior. There were no bridge tokens, no tunnel tokens. The

wi ndshield stickers were gone. Al that was left was the nmud. The



vehicl e technicians had cut away both of the rear wheel wells, the ful
hoop of sheet metal right above the driven tires, and carried them
carefully across to the Materials Analysis Unit. Any vehicle wites
its own itinerary in the layers of nmud it throws up underneath. Bureau
geol ogi sts were peeling back the layers and | ooking at where the pickup
had been, and where it had conme from

The mud was baked solid by the burning tires. Sone of the softer
crystals had vitrified into glass. But the layers were clear. The
outer layers were thin. The geol ogists concl uded they had been
deposited during a long journey across the country. Then there was a
couple of years' worth of nixed rock particles. The particular mxture
was interesting. There was such a conbination of sands there that
identifying their exact origin should be easy enough. Under that

m xture was a thick base |layer of desert dust. Straightaway the
geol ogi sts agreed that the truck had started its |life out near the

Mbj ave desert.

Every single | aw enforcenent agency in forty-five states had the
description and the plate nunber of the stolen white Econoline. Every
single officer on duty in the whole nation had been briefed to | ook for
it, parked or nobile, burned or hidden or abandoned. For a short tine
t hat Wednesday, that white Econoline was the nost hunted vehicle on the
pl anet .

MG ath was sitting at the head of the table in the quiet conference
room snoking, waiting. He was not optinmistic. |If the truck was
parked and hidden, it would nost |ikely never be found. The task was
too huge. Any closed garage or building or barn could hide it for

ever. If it was still somewhere on the road, the chances were better
So the biggest ganble of his life was: after forty-eight hours, had
they gotten where they were going, or were they still on their way?

Two hours after starting the patient search, the fingerprint database
brought back a nane: Peter Wayne Bell. There was a perfect match,
right hand, thunmb and first two fingers. The conputer rated the match
on the partial fromthe little finger as very probable.

Thirty-one years old," Brogan said. "From Mjave, California. Two
convictions for sex of fences Charged with a double rape, three years
ago, didn't go down. Victinms were three nmonths in the hospital. This

guy Bell had an alibi fromthree of his friends. Victins couldn't make
the H), too shaken up by the beatings."

"Nice guy," MGath said.
M | osevi ¢ nodded.

"And he's got Holly," he said. "Right there in the back of his
truck."”

MG ath said nothing in reply to that. Then the phone rang. He picked
it up. Listened to a short barked sentence. He sat there and Brogan
and M1l osevic saw his face light up like a guy who sees his teans al

wi n the pennant on the same day, baseball, football, basketball and
hockey, all on the sane day that his son graduates summa cum | aude from
Harvard and his gold stocks go through the roof.

"Arizona," he shouted. "It's in Arizona, heading north on US60."



An old hand in an Arizona State Police cruiser had spotted a white
panel truck maki ng bad | ane changes round the sharp curves on US60, as
it winds away fromthe town of d obe seventy mles east of Phoenix. He
had pulled closer and read the plate. He saw the blue oval and the
Econol i ne script on the back. He had thunbed his mike and called it

in. Then the world had gone crazy. He was told to stick with the
truck, no matter what. He was told that helicopters would be coming in
from Phoeni x and Fl agstaff, and from Al buquerque way over in New

Mexi co. Every avail able nobile unit would be coming in behind himfrom
the south. Up ahead the National Guard woul d be assenbling a

roadbl ock. Wthin twenty mnutes, he was told, you'll have nore
back-up than you've ever dreaned of. Until then, he was told, you're

t he nost inportant |awran in America.

The sal es manager fromthe Dodge deal ership in Mjave, California,
called Quantico back within an hour. He'd been over to the storage
room and dug out the records for the sales made ten years ago by the
previ ous franchi se owners. The pickup in question had been sold to a
citrus farmer down in Kendall, fifty mles south of Mjave, in My of
that year. The guy had been back for servicing and em ssions testing
for the first four years, and after that they'd never seen hi m again.
He had bought on a four-year time payment plan and his nane was Dutch
Bor ken.

A hal f-hour later the stolen white Econoline was twenty-eight mles
further north on US60 in Arizona, and it was the tip of a long

t eardrop-shape of fifty vehicles cruising behind it. Above it, five
hel i copters were hammering through the air. In front of it, ten mles
to the north, the highway was cl osed and another forty vehicles were
stationary on the pavenent, parked up in a neat arrowhead formation
The whol e operation was bei ng coordi nated by the agent-in-charge from
the FBI's Phoenix office. He was in the |lead helicopter, staring down
t hrough the clear desert air at the roof of the truck. He was wearing
a headset with a throat m ke, and he was tal king continuously.

"OK, people," he said. "Let's go for it, right now Go go go!"

H s | ead chopper swooped upward out of the way and two ot hers arrowed
down. They hovered just in front of the truck, |ow down, one on each
si de, keeping pace. The police cars behind fanned out across the whole
wi dt h of the highway and they all hit their lights and sirens together.
A third chopper swng down and flew backward, right in front of the
truck, eight feet off the ground, strobes flashing, rotors beating the
air. The co-pilot started a sequence of clear gestures, hands wi de,
pal ms out, |ike he was personally slowing the truck. Then the sirens
all stopped and the enormous bull horn on the front of the helicopter
fired up. The co-pilot's voice boormed out, anplified grotesquely
beyond the point of distortion, clearly audible even over the thrashing
and hamering of the rotor blades.

"Federal Agents," his voice screamed. "You are conmanded to stop at
once. | repeat, you are commanded to stop your vehicle at once.™

The truck kept on going. The helicopter right in front of it swng and
wobbled in the air. Then it settled again, even closer to the
wi ndshi el d, flying backward, not nore than ten feet away.

"You are surrounded,” the co-pilot shouted through the huge bull horn
There are a hundred police officers behind you. The road is closed
ahead. You have no option. You rmust slow your vehicle and cone to a



conplete stop. You nust do that right now "

The cruisers all it up their sirens again and two of them pulled

al ongside. The truck was locked into a solid raft of hostile traffic.
It sped on for a long nonent, then it slowed. Behind it, the frantic
convoy braked and swerved. The helicopters rose up and kept pace. The
truck slowed nore. Police cruisers pulled al ongside, two deep, door to
door, bumper to bunper. The truck coasted to a halt. The helicopters
hel d station overhead. The |ead cars swerved around in front and
jamred to a stop, inches fromthe truck's hood. All around, officers
junped out. The highway was thick with police. Even over the beating
of the helicopter rotors, the crunching of shotgun mechani snms and the
clicking of a hundred revol ver hamers were clearly audi bl e.

In Chicago, McGrath did not hear the shotguns and the revol vers, but he
coul d hear the Phoeni x agent-in-charge shouting over the radio. The
output fromthe throat mke in his helicopter was patched through

Washi ngt on and was crackling out through a speaker on the | ong hardwood
table. The guy was tal king continuously, excited, half in a stream of
instructions to his team half as a running comrentary on the sight he
was seeing on the road below MGath was sitting there, hands cold
and wet, staring at the noisy speaker like if he stared at it hard
enough it would change into a crystal ball and | et himsee what was
goi ng down.

"He's stopping, he's stopping," the guy in the helicopter was saying.
"He's stationary now, he's stopped on the road, he's surrounded. Hold
your fire, wait for my word, they're not com ng out, open the doors,
open the damm doors and drag them out, OK, we got two guys in the
front, two guys, one driver, one passenger, they're com ng out, they're
out, secure them put themin a car, get the keys, open up the back

but watch out, there are two nore in there with her. OK we're going
to the back, we're going around to the rear, the doors are |ocked back

there, we're trying the key. You know what? There's still witing on
the side of this truck. The witing is still there. It says Bright
Spark Electrics. | thought it was supposed to be bl anked out, right?

Pai nt ed over or sonet hi ng?"
In Chicago, a deathly hush fell over the third-floor conference

room MGath went white. Ml osevic |ooked at him Brogan stared
calmy out of the w ndow.

"And why is it heading north?" MG ath asked. "Back toward
Chi cago?"

The crackling fromthe speaker was still there. They turned back
toward it. Listened hard. They could hear the thunp of the rotor
bl ades behi nd the urgent voice.

The rear doors are open," the voice said. The doors are open, they're
open, we're going in, people are coming out, here they cone, what the

hell is this? There are dozens of people in there. There are maybe
twenty people in there. They're all conming out. They're still coning
out. There are twenty or thirty people in there. Wat the hell is

goi ng on here?"

The guy broke off. Evidently he was listening to a report radi oed up
fromthe ground. MG ath and Brogan and M| osevic stared at the
hi ssing speaker. It stayed quiet for a long time. Nothing coning



through at all except the guy's loud breathing and the hanmering of the
bl ades and the waterfall of static. Then the voice came back

"Shit," it said. "Shit, Washington, you there? You listening to this?
You know what we just did? You know what you sent us to do? W just
busted a | oad of wetbacks. About thirty illegals from Mexico. Just

got picked up fromthe border. They're on their way up to Chicago.
They say they all got jobs prom sed up there."

TVENTY- ONE

THE WHI TE ECONO LI NE DRONED ON. | T WAS MOVI NG FASTER THAN it had been
before. But it was out of the curves. It had lurched around the [ ast
of the tight bends, and it had settled to a fast, straight cruise.
Noi si er than before, because of the extra speed and the whine of the
slipstreamthrough the hundred random hol es in the roof.

Reacher and Holly were tight together on the three-foot mattress. They
were lying on their backs, staring up at the holes. Each hole was a
bright point of light. Not blue, just a point of light so bright it
had no color at all. Just a bright point in the dark. Like a

mat hemati cal proposition. Total |ight against the total dark of the
surroundi ng sheet nmetal. Light, the opposite of dark. Dark, the
absence of light. Positive and negative. Both propositions were
contrasted vividly up there on the netal roof.

"I want to see the sky," Holly said.

It was warmin the truck. Not hot, like it had been the first day and
a half. The whistling slipstream had sol ved that problem The rush of
air was keeping it confortable. But it was warm enough that Reacher

had taken his shirt off. He had balled it up and cramed it under his
head.

"I want to see the whole sky," Holly said. "Not just little bits of
it."

Readi er said nothing in reply. He was counting the holes.
"What time is it?" Holly asked him

"Hundred and thirteen," Reacher said.
Holly turned her head to him
"What ?" she sai d.

"Hundred and thirteen holes in the roof," he said

"CGreat," she said. "What tine is it?"

Three-thirty, Central," he said.

She snuggl ed cl oser. She noved her weight onto her side. Her head was
resting on his right shoulder. Her leg was resting on his. His thigh
was j anmed between hers.

"Wednesday, right?" she said.

"Wednesday, " he said.



She was physically closer to himthan many wonen had al |l owed t hensel ves
to get. She felt lithe and athletic. Firm but soft. Young. Scented.
He was drifting away and enjoying the sensation. He was slightly
breat hl ess. But he wasn't kidding hinself about her notivation. She
was relaxed about it, but she was doing it to rest her painful knee,
and to keep herself fromrolling off the mattress onto the fl oor

"Fifty-one hours," she said. "Fifty-one hours, and | haven't seen the
sky. "

One hundred and thirteen was a prine nunber. You couldn't make it by
mul ti plyi ng any other nunbers together. Hundred and twelve, you could
make by multiplying fifty-six by two, or twenty-eight by four, or
fourteen by eight. Hundred and fourteen, you could make by nultiplying
fifty-seven by two, or nineteen by six, or thirty-eight by three. But
one hundred and thirteen was prime. No factors. The only way to nake
a hundred and thirteen was by multiplying a hundred and thirteen by
one. O by firing a shotgun into a truck in a rage.

"Reacher, I"'mgetting worried," Holly said.

Fifty-one hours. Fifty-one was not a prine nunber. You could make
fifty-one by multiplying seventeen by three. Three tens are thirty,
three sevens are twenty-one, thirty and twenty-one make fifty-one. Not
a prime nunber. Fifty-one had factors. He dragged the weight of the
chain up with his left wist and held her tight, both arnms around

her .

"You'll be OK " he said to her. They're not going to hurt you. They
want to trade you for sonething. They'll keep you fit and well."

He felt her shake her head against his shoulder. Just one small shake,
but it was very definite.

"I"'mnot worried about ne," she said. "I'mworried about you. W the
hell's going to trade sonething for you?"

He said nothing. Nothing he could say to that. She snuggl ed cl oser

He could feel the scratch of her eyel ashes against the skin on the side
of his chest as she blinked. The truck roared on, faster than it
wanted to go. He could feel the driver pushing it against its natura
crui si ng speed.

"So I'"'mgetting alittle worried," she said.

"You | ook out for ne," he said. "And I'Il | ook out for you."

"I"mnot asking you to do that," she said.

"I know you're not," he said.

"Well, | can't let you do that," she said.

"You can't stop nme," he said. "This is about me now, too. They made
it that way. They were going to shoot me down. 1've got a rule,

Hol ly: people ness with ne at their own risk. | try to be patient
about it. | had a teacher once, grade school somewhere. Philippines,

| think, because she always wore a big white hat. So it was somewhere
hot. |1 was always twi ce the size of the other kids, and she used to



say to me: count to ten before you get nmad, Reacher. And |'ve counted
way past ten on this one. Wiy past. So you may as well face it, wn
or lose, now we do it together."

They went quiet. The truck roared on

"Reacher?" Holly said.

"What ?"  he said.

"Hold me," she said.

"I am hol ding you," he said.

He squeezed her gently, both arnms, to nake his point. She pressed
cl oser.

"Reacher?" she said again.

"Yes?" he said.

"You want to kiss ne again?' she said. "Makes me feel better.”
He turned his head and sniled at her in the dark

"Doesn't do ne a whole ot of harm either," he said.

Ei ght hours at maybe sixty-five or seventy mles an hour
Sonmewher e between five hundred and five hundred and fifty mles. That's

what they'd done. That was Reacher's estimation. And it was beginning
to give hima clue about where they were.

"W're sonewhere where they abolished the speed Iinmt," he said.
Holly stirred and yawned.

"What ?" she said.

"We've been going fast," he said. "Up to seventy mles an hour

probably, for hours. Loder is pretty thorough. He wouldn't let Stevie
drive this fast if there was any danger of getting pulled over for it.
So we're somewhere where they raised the limt, or abolished it
altogether. \Wich states did that?"

She shrugged.

"I"'mnot sure," she said. "Miinly the western states, | think."
Reacher nodded. Traced an arc on the map in his head.

"We didn't go east," he said. "W figured that already. So | figure
we're in Texas, New Mexico, Col orado, Woning, or Mntana. Maybe as
far as ldaho, Utah, Nevada or Arizona. Not in California yet."

The truck slowed slightly, and they heard the engi ne note harden up
Then they heard the crunch as the driver came down out of fifth gear

into fourth.

"Mountains,"” Holly said



It was nore than a hill. Mre than an up-grade. It was a snooth,
relentless clinmb. A highway through the nmountains. dearly engineered
to help out the laboring traffic, but they were addi ng hundreds of

feet, every nmile they drove. Reacher felt the lurch as the truck
pul l ed out to pass slower vehicles. Not many, but a few It stayed in
fourth gear, the guy's foot hard down, hanmering uphill, then rel axing,
changing up to fifth, then down again, chargi ng upwards.

"We could run out of gas," Holly said.

"It's diesel, not gas," Reacher said. "W used these things in the
arnmy. Thirty-five gallon tank. Diesel will do maybe twenty-five to
the gall on, highway nileage. Best part of nine hundred miles, before
they run out."

That could get us all the way out of the States," she said.

They cruised on. The truck roared through the nountains for hours,

then it left the highway. N ght had fallen. The bright holes in the
roof had dimred. Then they had di sappeared. They had turned darker
than the roof itself. Positive and negative. They felt the lurch as
the truck pulled to the right, off the highway, and they felt the tires
grabbi ng at the pavenent as the truck haul ed around a tight right. Then
there was a confusing blur of turns and stops and starts. Bunpy
downhi Il bends and tight uphill turns with the truck grinding in a | ow
gear. Periods of cruising down gently w nding roads, bad surfaces,
good surfaces, gradients, gravel under the wheels, potholes in the
road. Readier could imagine the headlight beans flicking left and

ri ght and bounci ng up and down.

The truck slowed alnost to a stop. Turned a tight right. Pattered
over sone kind of a wooden bridge. Then it yawed and bunped its way
along a rutted track. It was noving slowy, shuddering fromside to
side. It felt like they were driving up a dry riverbed. Sone kind of
a stony, narrow track. It felt like this was the very last |leg of the
journey. It felt like they were very close to their destination. The
urgency had gone out of the guy's driving. It felt like the truck was
nearly hone.

But the final leg took a long tine. The speed was | ow and the road was
bad. Stones and snmall rocks were popping under the tires. The tires
were squirmng sideways across the | oose surface. The truck ground on
for forty minutes. Fifty mnutes. Reacher got cold. He sat up and
shook out his shirt. Put it on. An hour on the bumpy track. At this
speed, maybe fifteen mles, maybe twenty.

Then they were there. The truck lurched up over a final heave and

| eveled out. Rolled forward anot her few yards and stopped. The engine
noi se died. It was replaced by an awesone silence. Reacher could hear
nothing at all except a vast enptiness and the ticking of the muffler
as it cooled. He could hear the two guys in front, sitting quiet and
exhausted. Then they got out. He heard their doors open and their
seat springs bounce. He heard their feet on gravel. Their doors

sl ammed, enornously loud netallic clangs in the stillness. He heard
them crunch around to the rear. He could hear the sound of the keys
swinging gently in the driver's hand.

The key slid into the lock. The lock clicked back. The handl e turned.



The door swung open. Loder propped it back with the metal stay. Then
he opened the other door. Propped it back. Gestured themout with the
O ock. Reacher helped Holly along the ridged floor. He
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stepped down. The chain on his wist clattered to the earth. He
lifted Holly down beside him They stood together, |eaning back
agai nst the edge of the truck's ridged netal floor. Looking out and
around.

Hol Iy had wanted to see the sky. She was standing there under the

vast est sky Reacher had ever seen. It was a dark inky-blue, al npst

bl ack, and it was huge. It stretched up to an infinite height. It was
as big as a planet. It was peppered with a hundred billion bright
stars. They were far away, but they were unnaturally vivid. They
dusted back to the far cold reaches of the universe. It was a gigantic
ni ght sky and it stretched on forever

They were in a forest clearing. Reacher could snmell a heavy scent of
pines. It was a strong snell. dean and fresh. There was a bl ack
mass of trees all around. They covered the jagged sl opes of nountains.
They were in a forest clearing, surrounded by nountai nous wooded
slopes. It was a big clearing, infinitely dark, silent. Reacher could
see the faint black outlines of buildings off to his right. They were
long, low huts. Sonme kind of wooden structures, crouching in the

dar k.

There were people on the edge of the clearing. Standing anong the
nearest trees. Reacher could see their vague shapes. Maybe fifty or
sixty people. Just standing there, silent. They were in dark
clothing. They had darkened faces. Their faces were snudged wth

ni ght canouflage. He could see their eyes, white against the black
trees. They were hol ding weapons. He could see rifles and nachi ne
guns. Slung casually over the shoulders of the silent, staring people.
They had dogs. Several big dogs, on thick |eather |eashes.

There were children anong the people. Reacher could make them out.
Children, standing together in groups, silent, staring, big sleepy
eyes. They were clustered behind the adults, still, their shoul ders
facing diagonally away in fear and perplexity. Sleepy children, woken
up in the mddle of the night to w tness sonething.

Loder turned hinmself around in a slow circle and waved the silent
staring people nearer. He nmoved his armin a w de inclusive gesture,
like a ringmaster in a circus.

"We got her," he yelled into the silence. The federal bitch is
here.”

H s voi ce booned back off the di stant nountains.
"Where the hell are we?" Holly asked him
Loder turned back and sm | ed at her

"Qur place, bitch," he said quietly. "A place where your federa
buddi es can't cone get you."

"Way not?" Holly asked him "Where the hell are we?"



That could be hard for you to understand,” Loder said.

"Why?" Holly said. "W're sonmewhere, right? Somewhere in the
St at es?"

Loder shook his head.

"No, " he said.

Hol | y | ooked bl ank

"Canada?" she said.

The guy shook his head agai n.
"Not Canada, bitch," he said.

Hol Iy gl anced around at the trees and the nountains. d anced up at the
vast night sky. Shuddered in the sudden chill.

"Well, this isn't Mexico," she said.

The guy raised both arns in a descriptive little gesture.

"This is a brand-new country," he said.

[1fi
TVENTY- TWO

THE ATMOSPHERE | N THE CHI CAGO FI ELD OFFI CE WEDNESDAY evening was |ike a
funeral, and in a way it was a funeral, because any realistic hope of
getting Holly back had died. MG ath knew his best chance had been an
early chance. The early chance was gone. |If Holly was still alive,
she was a prisoner sonmewhere on the North American continent, and he
woul d not get even the chance to find out where until her kidnapers
chose to call. And, so far, approaching sixty hours after the snatch

t hey had not call ed.

He was at the head of the long table in the third-floor conference
room Snoking. The roomwas quiet. MIlosevic was sitting to one
side, back to the windows. The afternoon sun had inched its way around
to evening and fallen away into darkness. The tenperature in the room
had risen and fallen with it, down to a bal ny sunmer dusk. But the two
men in there were chilled with anticlimax. They barely | ooked up as
Brogan came in to join them He was holding a sheaf of conputer
printouts. He wasn't smiling, but he | ooked reasonably close to it.
"You got sonething?' MGath asked him Brogan nodded purposefully
and sat down. Sorted the printouts into four separate handfuls and
hel d them up, each one in turn

"Quantico," he said. They've got sonething. And the crime database in
DC. They've got three sonethings. And | had an idea."

He spread his papers out and | ooked up
"Listen to this," he said. "Gaphic granite, interlocking crystals,
cherts, gneisses, schists, shale, foliated netanorphics, quartzites,
quartz crystals, red-bed sandstones, Triassic red sand, acidic



vol cani cs, pink feldspar, green chlorite, ironstone, grit, sand and
silt. You know what all that stuff is?"

MG ath and M I osevic shrugged and shook their heads.

"Ceol ogy," Brogan said. The people down in Quantico |ooked at the

pi ckup. Geologists, fromthe Materials Analysis Unit. They |ooked at
the shit thrown up under the wheel arches. They figured out what the
stuff is, and they figured out where that pickup has been. Little tiny
pi eces of rock and sedi ment stuck to the netal. Like a sort of a

geol ogi cal fingerprint."

"OK, so where has it been?" MG ath asked

"Started out in California," Brogan said. "G trus grower called Dutch
Bor ken bought it, ten years ago, in Mjave. The manufacturer traced
that for us. That part is nothing to do with geology. Then the
scientists say it was in Montana for a couple of years. Then they
drove it over here, northern route, through North Dakota, M nnesota and
W sconsin. "

They sure about this?" MGath said.

"Li ke a trucker's | ogbook," Brogan said. "Except witten with shit on
t he underneath, not with a pen on paper."

"So who is this Dutch Borken?" MG ath asked. "Is he involved?"
Brogan shook hi s head.

"No," he said. "Dutch Borken is dead."

"Wien?" MG ath asked.

"Coupl e of years ago," Brogan said. "He borrowed noney, farmng went
all to hell, the bank forecl osed, he stuck a twelve-bore in his nouth
and blew the top of his head all over California."

"So?" MG ath said.

"Hi s son stole the pickup,” Brogan said. Technically, it was the
bank's property, right? The son took off in it, never been seen again.
The bank reported it, and the |ocal cops |ooked for it, couldn't find
it. I1t's not licensed. DMW knows nothing about it. Cops gave up on
it, because who cares about a ratty old pickup? But ny guess is this

Borken boy stole it and noved to Montana. The pickup was definitely in
Mont ana two years, scientists are dead sure about that."

"We got anything on this Borken boy?" MGath asked him
Brogan nodded. Held up another sheaf of paper.

"W got a shitload on him" he said. "He's all over our database |ike
ants at a picnic. H's name is Beau Borken. Thirty-five years old, six
feet in height and four hundred pounds in weight. Big guy, right?
Extrenme right-w nger, paranoid tendencies. Now a militia |eader
Bal | s-out fanatic. Links to other mlitias all over the damm pl ace.
Prinme suspect in a robbery up in the north of California. Arnored car
carrying twenty mllion in bearer bonds was hit. The driver was



killed. They figured militia involvenent, because the bad guys were
wearing bits and pieces of mlitary unifornms. Borken's outfit | ooked
good for it. But they couldn't make it stick. Files are unclear as to
why not. And also, what's good for us is before all that, Beau Borken
was one of the alibis Peter Wayne Bell used to get off the rape bust.
So he's a docunented associ ate of sonmebody we can place on the

scene. "

M | osevi c | ooked up
"And he's based in Mntana?" he said.

Br ogan nodded.

"W can pinpoint the exact region, nore or less," he said. The
scientific guys at Quantico are pretty hot for a couple of particular
val | eys, northwest corner of Montana."

They can be that specific?" Ml osevic said.
Br ogan nodded agai n.

"I called them" he said. They said this sedinment in the wheel arches
was |local to a particular type of a place. Sonething to do with very
old rock getting scraped up by glaciers about a mllion years ago,
lying there nearer the surface than it should be, all mxed up with the
regul ar rock which is still pretty old, but newer than the old rock

you know what | nean? A particular type of a nmixture? | asked them
how can you be so sure? They said they just recognize it, like |I would
recogni ze ny nother fifty feet away on the sidewal k. They said it was
fromone of a couple of north-south glacial valleys, northwest corner
of Montana, where the big old glaciers were rolling down from Canada
And there was sone sort of crushed sandstone in there, very different,
but it's what the Forest Service use on the forest tracks up there."
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"OK," McGrath said. "So our guys were in Mntana for a couple of
years. But have they necessarily gone back there?"

Brogan held up the third of his four piles of paper. Unfolded a nap.
And smiled for the first time since Mnday.

"You bet your ass they have," he said. "Look at the map. Direct route
bet ween Chi cago and the far corner of Montana takes you through North
Dakota, right? Sonme farner up there was wal ki ng around this norning.
And guess what he found in a ditch?"

"What ?" MG ath asked.

"A dead guy," Brogan said. "In a ditch, horse country, niles from
anywhere. So naturally the farner calls the cops, the cops print the
corpse, the conputer cones back with a nane."

"What name?" MG ath asked.

"Peter Wayne Bell," Brogan said. The guy who drove away with Holly."

"He's dead?" MGath said. "How?"



"Don't know how," Brogan said. "Mybe sonme kind of a falling out? This
guy Bell kept his brains in his jockey shorts. W know that, right?
Maybe he went after Holly, naybe Holly aced him But put a ruler on
the map and take a | ook. They were all on their way back to Montana.
That's for damm sure. Has to be that way."

"In what?'" MGath said. "Not in a white truck."

"Yes in a white truck," Brogan said.

"That Econoline was the only truck missing," MG ath said.
Brogan shook his head. He held up the fourth set of papers.
"My new idea," he said. "I checked if Rubin rented a truck."
"Who?" MG ath said.

"Rubin is the dead dentist," Brogan said. "I checked if he rented a
truck."”

MG ath | ooked at him
"Why shoul d the danmm dentist rent a truck?" he said.

"He didn't," Brogan said. "I figured maybe the guys rented the truck,
with the dentist's credit cards, after they captured him It nade a

| ot of sense. Why risk stealing a vehicle if you can rent one with a
stolen wallet full of credit cards and driver's licenses and stuff? So
| called around. Sure enough, Chicago-You-Drive, sone South Side
outfit, they rented an Econoline to a Dr. Rubin, Mnday norning, nine

o'clock. | ask them did the photo on the |license match the guy? They
say they never look. As long as the credit card goes through the

machi ne, they don't care. | ask them what col or was the Econoline?
They say, all our trucks are white. | ask them witing on the side?

They say sure, Chicago-You-Drive, green letters, head height."
MG at h nodded.

"I"'mgoing to call Harland Wbster," he said. "I want to get sent to
Mont ana. "

"Co to North Dakota first," Wbster said
"Why?" MG ath asked him
There was a pause on the line.

"One step at a time," Webster said. "W need to check out this Peter
Wayne Bell situation. So stop off in North Dakota first, OK?"

"You sure, chief?" MGath said.
"Patient grunt work," Webster said. That's what's going to do it for
us. Work the clues, right? It's worked so far. Your boy Brogan did

some good work. | like the sound of him"

"So let's go with it, chief,” McGath said. "Al the way to Mntana,
ri ght?"



"No good rushing around until we know sonething," Wbster said back
"Li ke who and where and why. That's what we need to know, Mack."

"We know who and where," he said. "This Beau Borken guy. |n Nbontana.
It's clear enough, right?"

There was anot her pause on the line.
"Maybe, " Webster said. "But what about why?"

MG ath jamed the phone into his shoulder and Iit up his next
cigarette.

"No idea," he said, reluctantly.

"W | ooked at the nug shots Webster said. "I sent themover to the
Behavi oral Science Unit. Shrinks | ooked them over."

"And?" MG ath asked.

"I don't know," Webster said. They're a pretty smart bunch of people
down there, but how nmuch can you get from gazing at a damm
phot ogr aph?"

"Any conclusions at all?" MG ath asked.

"Some, " Webster said. They felt three of the guys bel onged together,
and the big guy was kind of separate. The three |ooked the sane. D d
you notice that? Same kind of background, same |ooks, sane genes
maybe. They could all three be related. This guy Bell was from
California. Mjave, right? Beau Borken, too. The feeling is the
three of themare probably all fromthe sanme area. Al Wst Coast
types. But the big guy is different. Different clothes, different
stance, different physically. The anthropol ogi sts down there in
Quantico think he could be foreign, at |east partly, or naybe
second-generation. Fair hair and blue eyes, but there's something in
his face. They say maybe he's European. And he's big. Not punped up
at the gym just big, like naturally.”

"So?" MGath asked. "Wat were their concl usi ons?"

"Maybe he is European," Webster said. "A big tough guy, maybe from
Europe, they're worried he's sone kind of a terrorist. Maybe a
nmercenary. They're checking overseas."

"Aterrorist?" MGath said. "A nercenary? But why?"

That's the point," Wbster said. The why part is what we need to nai
down. If this guy really is a terrorist, what's his purpose? Who
recruited who? Who is the motivating force here? Did Borken's nilitia
hire himto help themout, or is it the other way around? 1Is this his
call? D d he hire Borken's mlitia for local color inside the

St at es?"

"What the hell is going on?" MG ath asked.
"I"'mflying up to O Hare," Webster said. "I'lIl take over day-to-day

fromhere, Mack. Case this dam big, |'ve got to, right? The old guy
will expect it."



"Which old guy?" MGath asked sourly.
"\Whi chever, both," Wbster said.

Brogan drove out to O Hare, middle of the evening, six hours after the
debacle with the Mexicans in the truck in Arizona. MGath sat beside
himin the front seat, MIlosevic in the back. Nobody spoke. Brogan
parked the Bureau Ford on the mlitary conmpound tarmac, inside the wire
fence. They sat in the car, waiting for the FBI Lear from Andrews. It
| anded after twenty minutes. They saw it taxi quickly over toward
them Saw it come to a halt, caught in the glare of the airport
floodlights, engines scream ng. The door opened and the steps dropped
down. Harland Webster appeared in the opening and | ooked around. He
caught sight of them and gestured them over. A sharp, urgent gesture.
Repeated twice. They clinbed inside the small plane. The steps fol ded
in and the
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door sucked shut behind them \Webster led themforward to a group of
seats. Two facing two across a snall table. They sat, MG ath and
Brogan facing Webster, Ml osevic next to him They buckled their belts
and the Lear began to taxi again. The plane lurched through its turn

onto the runway and waited. It quivered and vibrated and then rolled
forward, accelerating down the Iong concrete strip before suddenly
junping into the air. It tilted northwest and throttled back to a I oud
Crui se.

"OK, try this," Webster said. The joint chairman's daughter's been
snatched by sone terrorist group, sone foreign involvenment. They're
goi ng to make demands on him Demands with some kind of a mlitary
di mensi on. "

MG at h shook his head.
"That's crap,"” he said. "How could that possibly work? They'd just
replace him dd soldiers willing to sit on their fat asses in the
Pent agon aren't exactly thin on the ground."

Br ogan nodded cauti ously.

"I agree, chief," he said. "That's a non-viable proposition.”

Webst er nodded back.
"Exactly," he said. "So what does that |eave us wth?"
Nobody answered that. Nobody wanted to say the words.

The Lear chased the glow of the setting sun west and | anded at Fargo in
Nort h Dakota. An agent fromthe Mnneapolis Field Ofice was up there
to neet themwith a car. He wasn't inpressed by Brogan or M osevic,
and he was too proud to show he was i npressed by the Chicago
agent-in-charge. But he was fairly tense about neeting with Harl and
Webster. Tense, and determined to show hi m he neant business.

"We found their hideout, sir," the guy said. "They used it |ast night
and noved on. |It's pretty clear. About a mile fromwhere the body was
found. "



He drove them northwest, two hours of tense, darkening silence as the
car crawl ed |like an insect through endl ess gigantic spreads of barley
and wheat and beans and oats. Then he swung a right and his headlights
opened up a vista of endl ess grasslands and dark gray sky. The sun was
gone in the west. The local guy threaded through the turns and pulled
up next to a ranch fence. The fence di sappeared onward into the dark
but the headlights caught police tape strung between a couple of trees
and a police cruiser, and a coroner's wagon waiting twenty yards

away.

"This is where the body was found," the |ocal guy said.

He had a flashlight. There wasn't nuch to see. Just a ditch between
t he bl acktop and the fence, overgrown with grass, tranmpled down over a
ten-yard stretch. The body was gone, but the nedical exam ner had
waited with the details.

"Pretty weird," the doctor said. The guy was suffocated. That's for
sure. He was snothered, pushed face down into sonething soft. There
are petechiae all over the face, and in the eyes. Small pinpoint
henorrhages, which you get w th asphyxia."

McG at h shrugged.

"What's weird about that?" he said. "I'd have suffocated the scunbag
nysel f, given half a chance."

"Before and after," the doctor said. "Extrene violence before. Looks
to nme |like the guy was smashed against a wall, naybe the side of a
truck. The back of his skull was cracked, and he broke three bones in
his back. Then he was kicked in the gut. His insides are a ness. Just
slopping around in there. Extreme viol ence, awesonme force. \Woever did
that, I wouldn't want himto get nad at nme, that's for damm sure.”

"What about after?" MG ath said.

The body was noved," the doctor said. "Hypostasis pattern is al
screwed up. Like sonebody beat on the guy, suffocated him left him
for an hour, then thought better of it and noved the body out here and
dunped it'

Webster and MG ath and Brogan all nodded. M osevic stared down into
the ditch. They regrouped on the shoul der and stood | ooking at the
vast dark | andscape for a long nmonent and then turned together back to
the car.

Thank you, doc," Wbster said vaguely. "Good work."
The doctor nodded. The car doors slamred. The |ocal agent started up
and continued on down the road, west, toward where the sun had set.

The big guy is calling the shots,” Wbster said. "It's clear, right?
He hired the three guys to do a job of work for him Peter Wayne Bel
stepped out of line. He started to ness with Holly. A hel pless,

di sabl ed worman, young and pretty, too nmuch of a tenptation for an
animal like that, right?"

"Right," Brogan said. "But the big guy is a professional. A nercenary
or aterrorist or sonething. Messing with the prisoner was not in his
gane plan. So he got mad and offed Bell. Enforcing sone kind of



di scipline on the troops."
Webst er nodded.

"Had to be that way," he said. "Only the big guy could do that. Partly
because he's the boss, therefore he's got the authority, and partly
because he's physically powerful enough to do that kind of serious
danage. "

"He was protecting her?" MGath said.
"Protecting his investment," Wbster said back, sourly.
"So maybe she's still OK " MG ath said.

Nobody replied to that. The car turned a tight left after a mle and
bounced down a track. The headlight beans junped over a small cluster
of wooden bui |l di ngs.

This was their stopping place,"”
farm™

the local guy said. "It's an old horse

"l nhabi ted?" MG ath asked.

"It was until yesterday," the guy said. "No sign of anybody today."

He pulled up in front of the barn. The five men got out into the dark
The barn door stood open. The local guy waited with the car and
Webster and MG ath and Brogan and M1 osevic stepped inside. Searched
with their flashlights. It was dark and danp. Cobbled floor, green
with nobss. Horse stalls down both sides. They walked in. Down the
aisle to the end. The stall on the right had been peppered with a
shotgun blast. The back wall had just about disintegrated. Planks had
fallen out. Wod splinters lay all around, crunmbling with decay.

The end stall on the left had a mattress in it. Laid at an angle on

t he nobssy cobbles. There was a chain | ooped through an iron ring on
the back wall. The ring had been put there a hundred years ago to hold
a horse by a rope. But last night it had held a woman, by a chain
attached to her wist. Wbster ducked down and cane up with the bright
chrone handcuff, |ocked into the ends of the | oop of chain. Brogan
knelt and picked long dark hairs off the mattress. Then he rejoined

M |l osevic and searched through the other stalls in turn. MGath
stared at them Then he wal ked out of the barn. He turned to face
west and stared at the point where the sun had fallen over the horizon
He stood and stared into the infinite dark in that direction like if he
stared | ong enough and hard enough he could focus his eyes five hundred
mles away and see Holly.

TVENTY- THREE

NOBODY COULD SEE HOLLY BECAUSE SHE WAS ON HER OWN, LOCKED in the prison
roomthat had been built for her. She had been taken fromthe forest
clearing by four silent wonen dressed in dull green fatigues, night
canouf |l age snearing their faces, automatic weapons slung at their

shoul ders, anmmuni ti on pouches chinking and rattling on their belts.
They had pull ed her away from Readi er and dragged her in the dark
across the clearing, into the trees, through a gauntlet of hissing,
spitting, jeering people. Then a painful nmile down a stony path, out
of the forest again and over to the large white building. They had not



spoken to her. Just marched her in and pushed her up the stairs to the
second floor. They had pulled open the stout new door and pushed her
up the step into the room The step was nore than a foot high, because
the floor inside the roomwas built up higher than the floor in the
hal | way outside. She crawl ed up and in and heard the door slamming and
the key turning loudly behind her. There were no windows. A bulb in
the ceiling behind a wire grille lit the roomwith a vivid, hot yellow
light. Al four walls, the floor and the ceiling were rmade from new
pi ne boards, unfinished, snelling strongly of fresh lunber. At the far
end of the roomwas a bed. It had a sinple iron frame and a thin
crushed mattress. Like an army bed, or a prison cot. On the bed were
two sets of clothing. Two pairs of fatigue pants and two shirts. Dul
green, like the four silent wonmen had been wearing. She |inped over to
the bed and touched them dd and worn, but clean. Pressed. The
creases in the pants were |ike razors.

She turned back and inspected the roomclosely. It was not snall.
Maybe sixteen feet square. But she sensed it was snaller than it
shoul d have been. The proportions were odd. She had noticed the
raised floor. It was nore than a foot higher than it should have been
She guessed the walls and the ceiling were the same. She linped to the
wal | and tapped the new boarding. There was a dull sound. A cavity
behi nd. Somebody had built this sinple tinber shell right inside a

bi gger room And they had built it well. The new boards were tight
and straight. But there was danp in the tiny cracks between them She
stared at the danp and sniffed the air. She shivered. The room
snel l ed of fear.

One corner was walled off. There was a door set in a sinple diagona
partition. She linped over to it and pulled it open. A bathroom A
John, a sink. A trashcan, with a new plastic liner. And a shower over
a tub. Cheap white ceramic, but brand new Carefully installed. Neat
tiling. Soap and shanpoo on a shelf. She |eaned on the doorjanb and
stared at the shower. She stared at it for a long time. Then she
shrugged off her filthy Armani suit. She balled it up and threw it in
the trashcan. She started the shower running and stepped under the
torrent of water. She washed her hair three tines. She scrubbed her
aching body all over. She stood in the shower for the best part of an
hour .

Then she |inped back to the bed and sel ected a set of the old fatigues.
They fitted her just about perfectly. She lay down on the bed and
stared at the pine ceiling and listened to the silence. For the first
time in nmore than sixty hours she was al one.

Readi er was not alone. He was still in the forest clearing. He was
twenty feet fromthe white Econoline, chained to a tree, guarded by six
silent men with machi ne guns. Dogs were padding free through the
clearing. Reacher was | eaning back on the rough bark, waiting,

wat ching his guards. He was cold. He could feel pine resin sticking
to his thin shirt. The guards were cautious. They were standing in a
line, six feet away from him weapons pointed at him eyes gl ean ng
white out of darkened faces. They were dressed in olive fatigues.
There were sone kind of semicircular flashes on their shoulders. It
was too dark for Reacher to read them

The six men were all maybe forty years old. They were | ean and

bearded. Confortable with their weapons. Alert. Silent. Accustoned
to night duty. Reacher could see that. They |ooked |ike the survivors
of a small infantry platoon. Like they had stepped into the forest on



ni ght patrol twenty years ago as young recruits and had never cone back
out again.

They snapped to attention at the sound of footsteps approachi ng behind
them The sounds were grotesquely loud in the still night. Boots
smashed into shale and gun stocks slapped into pal ns. Reacher gl anced
into the clearing and saw a seventh man approachi ng. Younger, maybe
thirty-five. A tall man, clean-shaven, no canoufl age on his face,
crisp fatigues, shiny boots. Same senicircular flashes at the

shoul der. Sone kind of an officer

The six forty-year-old grunts stood back and sal uted and the new guy
crunched up face to face with Reacher. He took a cigarette pack from
his pocket and a cigarette fromthe pack. Lit it and kept the lighter
burning to illum nate Reacher's face. Stared over the wavering flane
wi th an expressionl ess gaze. Reacher stared back at him The guy had
a small head on w de shoulders, a thin hard face starved into premature
lines and crevices. In the harsh shadow of the flame, it |ooked |ike
he had no lips. Just a slit where his nouth should be. Cold eyes,
burni ng under the thin skin stretched over his brow A mlitary
buzz-cut, maybe a week old, just growing out. He stared at Reacher and
let the flame die. Ran a hand across his scalp. Reacher heard the

| oud rasp of the stubble passing under his palmin the still night

air.

"I"'mDell Fower," the guy said. "lI'mchief-of-staff here."

A quiet voice. Wst Coast. Reacher |ooked back at hi mand nodded,
slow y.

"You want to tell ne what staff you're chief of?" he said.

"Loder didn't explain?' the guy called Fow er asked.

"Loder didn't explain anything," Reacher said. "He had his hands ful

just getting us here."

Fow er nodded and smiled a chilly snmile
"Loder's an idiot," he said. "He nade five major nistakes. You're one
of them He's in all kinds of deep shit now. And so are you."

He gestured to one of the guards. The guard stepped forward and handed
hima key fromhis pocket. The guard stood with his weapon ready and
Fow er unl ocked Reacher's chain. It clattered down the tree trunk to
the ground. Metal on wood, a loud sound in the forest night. A dog
padded near and sniffed. People noved in the trees. Reacher pushed
away fromthe trunk and squeezed some circul ati on back into his
forearm Al six guards took a pace forward. Wapons sl apped back to
the ready position. Reacher watched the nuzzles and Fow er caught his
armand turned him Cuffed his hands together again, behind his back
Nodded. Two guards nelted away into the trees. A third jabbed the
muzzl e of his gun into Reacher's back. A fourth took up position to
the rear. Two wal ked point out in front. Fower fell in beside
Reacher and caught his el bow. \Wal ked hi macross toward a small wooden
hut on the opposite edge of the clearing. Cear of the trees, the
nmoonl i ght was brighter. Reacher could make out the witing on Fower's
shoul der flash. It read: Montana MIlitia.

This is Montana?" he said. "Loder called it a brand-new country."



Fow er shrugged as he wal ked.

"He was premature,” he said. "Right now, this is still Montana."

They reached the hut. The point nen opened the door. Yellow light
spilled out into the darkness. The guard with the weapon in Reacher's
back used it to push himinside. Loder was standi ng against the far
wal .  His hands were cuffed behind him He was guarded by another

| ean, bearded man with a machine gun. This guy was a little younger
than the other grunts, neater beard. A livid scar running laterally
across his forehead.

Fow er wal ked around and sat behind a plain desk. Pointed to a chair.
Reacher sat down, handcuffed, six soldiers behind him Fow er watched
himsit and then transferred his attention across to Loder. Reacher
followed his gaze. First tine he'd seen Loder on Monday, he'd seen a
degree of cal m conpetence, hard eyes, conposure. That was all gone.
The guy was shaking with fear. H s cuffs were rattling behind him
Reacher watched himand thought: this guy is terrified of his

| eaders.

"So, five m stakes," Fow er said.

H's voice was still quiet. And it was confident. Relaxed. The quiet
confident voice of a person very secure about his power.

Readi er heard the voice die into silence and |listened to the creak of
boots on wood behind him

"I did ny best," Loder said. "She's here, right?"

H s voice was supplicant and m serable. The voice of a man who knows
he's in deep shit without really understandi ng exactly why.

"She's here, right?" he said again.

"By a miracle," Fower replied. "You caused a |ot of stress el sewhere.
Peopl e had their work cut out covering for your inconpetence."

"What did | do wong?" Loder asked.

He pushed forward off the wall, hands cuffed behind him and noved into
Reacher's view. d anced desperately at him |ike he was asking for a
testi noni al .
"Five mstakes," Fow er said again. "One, you burned the pickup, and
two, you burned the car. Way too visible. Wy didn't you just put an
ad in the damm paper?"

Loder made no reply. His mouth was working, but no sound was com ng
out .

"Three, you snarled this guy up,"” Fow er said.
Loder glanced at Reacher again and shook his head vigorously.

This guy's a nobody," he said. "No heat coming after him™"

"You should still have waited," Fowl er said. "And four, you | ost



Peter. \What exactly happened to hinP"

Loder shrugged agai n.

"l don't know, " he said.

"He got scared," Fow er said. "You were making so many nistakes, he
got scared and he ran. That's what happened. You got any ot her

expl anat i on?"

Loder was just staring blankly.

"And five, you killed the dam dentist,” Fow er said. They're not
going to overl ook that, are they? This was supposed to be a nmlitary
operation, right? Political? You added an extra factor there."
"What dentist?" Reacher asked.

Fow er gl anced at himand smled a lipless snile, indulgent, |ike
Reacher was an audi ence he could use to hunmiliate Loder a little

nor e.

They stole the car froma dentist," he said. The guy caught them at
it. They should have waited until he was clear."

"He got in the way," Loder said. "W couldn't bring himwith us, could
we?"

"You brought ne," Reacher said to him

Loder stared at himlike he was a noron

The guy was a Jew," he said. This place isn't for Jews."

Reacher gl anced around the room Looked at the shoul der fl ashes.
Montana Mlitia, Montana MIlitia, Montana Mlitia. He nodded slowy. A
br and- new country.

"\Where have you taken Holly?" he asked Fow er.

Fow er ignored him He was still dealing with Loder
"You'll stand trial tonmorrow," he told him "Special tribunal. The
conmander presiding. The charge is endangering the mssion. |'m

prosecuting. "
"Where's Holly?" Reacher asked hi m agai n.

Fow er shrugged. A cool gaze.

"Close by," he said. "Don't you worry about her."

Then he gl anced up over Reacher's head and spoke to the guards.

Tut Loder on the floor," he said.

Loder offered no resistance at all. Just let the younger guy with the
scar hold himupright. The nearest guard reversed his rifle and
smashed the butt into Loder's stonmach. Reacher heard the air punch out
of him The younger guy dropped himand stepped neatly over him



Wal ked out of the hut, alone, duty done. The door slamed noisily
behind him Then Fow er turned back to Reacher

"Now let's tal k about you," he said.

H's voice was still quiet. Quiet, and confident. Secure. But it was
not difficult to be secure holed up in the niddle of nowhere with six
arnmed subordi nates surroundi ng a handcuffed man on a chair. A

handcuf fed man who has just w tnessed a naked di splay of power and
brutality. Reacher shrugged at him

"\What about ne?" he said. "You know ny nanme. | told Loder. No doubt
he told you. He probably got that right. There isn't rmuch nore to say
on the subject.”

There was silence. Fow er thought about it. Nodded.

This is a decision for the commander," he said.
It was the shower which convinced her. She based her concl usions on
it. Sonme good news, sonme bad. A brand-new bathroom cheaply

but carefully fitted out in the way a pathetic house proud wonan down
on her luck in a trailer park would choose. That bathroom conmuni cat ed
alot to Holly.

It neant she was a hostage, to be held long term but to be held with a
certain measure of respect. Because of her value in sone kind of a
trade. There were to be no doubts about her day-to-day confort or
safety. Those factors were to be renoved fromthe negotiation. Those
factors were to be taken for granted. She was to be a high-status

pri soner. Because of her value. Because of who she was.

But not because of who she was. Because of who her father was. Because
of the connections she had. She was supposed to sit in this crushing,
fear-filled roomand be sonmebody's daughter. Sit and wait while people
wei ghed her val ue, one way and the other. \hile people reacted to her
plight, feeling a little reassured by the fact that she had a shower

all to herself.

She eased herself off the bed. To hell with that, she thought. She
was not going to sit there and be negotiated over. The anger rose up
inside her. It rose up and she turned it into a steely determ nation
She linmped to the door and tried the handle for the twentieth tine.
Then she heard footsteps on the stairs. They clattered down the
corridor. Stopped at her door. A key turned the |ock. The handle
noved agai nst her grip. She stepped back and the door opened.

Reacher was pushed up into the room A blur of canoufl aged figures
behi nd him They shoved himup through the door and slanmed it shut.
She heard it | ocking and the footsteps tranping away. Reacher was |eft
standi ng there, gazing around.

"Looks |ike we have to share," he said.
She | ooked at him
They were only expecting one guest," he added.

She nmade no reply to that. She just watched his eyes exam ning the



room They flicked around the walls, the floor, the ceiling. He

twi sted and gl anced into the bathroom Nodded to hinself. Turned back
to face her, waiting for her comment. She was pausing, thinking hard
about what to say and how to say it.

"It's only a single bed," she said at |ast.

She tried to make the words count for nore. She tried to make them
like a long speech. Like a closely reasoned argunment. She tried to
make them say: OK, in the truck, we were close. OK we kissed. Twice.
The first time, it just happened. The second tinme, | asked you to,
because | was | ooking for confort and reassurance. But now we've been
apart for an hour or two. Long enough for me to get to feeling a
little silly about what we did. She tried to make those five words say
all that, while she watched his eyes for his reaction

"There's sonmebody el se, right?" he said.

She saw that he said it as a joke, as a throwaway |ine to show her he
agreed with her, that he understood, as a way to let them both off the
hook wi thout getting all heavy about it. But she didn't smle at him

I nst ead, she found hersel f noddi ng.

"Yes, there is sonebody," she said. "Wiat can | say? |If there wasn't,
maybe | would want to share.™

She thought: he | ooks di sappoi nt ed.

"In fact, | probably would want to," she added. "But there is sonmebody
and I"'msorry. It wouldn't be a good idea."

It showed in his face and she felt she had to say nore.

"I"'msorry," she said again. "It's not that | wouldn't want to."
She watched him He just shrugged at her. She saw he was t hinking:
it's not the end of the world. And then he was thinking: it just feels
like it. She blushed. She was absurdly gratified. But ready to
change the subject.

"What's going on here?" she asked. "They tell you anything?"
"Who's the lucky guy?" Reacher asked.

"Just somebody," she said. "What's going on here?"

H s eyes were clouded. He |ooked straight at her

"Lucky sonebody," he said.

"He doesn't even know, " she said.

That you're gone?" he asked.

She shook her head.

That | feel this way," she said.

He stared at her. Didn't reply. There was a long silence in the room
Then she heard footsteps again. Hurrying, outside the building.



Clattering inside. Coming up the stairs. They stopped outside the
door. The key slid in. The door opened. Six guards clattered inside:
Si x machi ne guns. She took a painful step backward. They ignored her
conpl etely.

The commander is ready for you, Reacher," the point nman said.

He signaled himto turn around. He clicked handcuffs on, behind his
back. Tightened them hard. Pushed himto the door with the barrel of
his gun and out into the corridor. The door slanmed and | ocked behind
t he gaggle of men

Fow er pulled the headphones off and stopped the tape recorder
"Anyt hi ng?" the commander asked him

"No," Fowl er said. "She said it's only a single bed, and he sounded

pi ssed, like he wants to get in her pants. So she said she's got

anot her boyfriend."

"I didn't know that,"” the commander said. "Did she say who?"

Fow er shook his head.

"But it works OK?" the commander asked him

"Clear as a bell," Fow er said.

Reacher was pushed down the stairs and back out into the night. Back
the way he had cone, a mle up a stony path. The point man gripped his
el bow and hustled himalong. They were hurrying. Al npbst running. They
were using their gun muzzles like cattle prods. They covered the

distance in fifteen mnutes. They crunched across the clearing to the
smal | wooden hut. Reacher was pushed roughly inside.

Loder was still on the floor. But there was somebody new sitting at
t he plain woden desk. The commander. Reacher was clear on that. He
was an extraordinary figure. Maybe six feet tall, probably four

hundred pounds. Maybe thirty-five years old, thick hair, so blond it
was nearly white, cut short at the sides and brushed | ong across the
top like a German school boy's. A snmooth pink face, bloated tight by
his bul k, bright red nickel-sized spots burning high up on the cheeks.
Tiny colorless eyes forced into slits between the cheeks and the white
eyebrows. Wt red lips pursed above a chin strong enough to hold its
shape in the bl ubber.

He was wearing an enornous bl ack uniform An imracul ate bl ack shirt,
mlitary cut, no insignia except a pair of the same shoul der flashes
everybody el se was wearing. A wide leather belt, gleaming like a
mrror. Crisp black riding pants, flared wide at the top, tucked into
hi gh bl ack boots which matched the belt for shine.

"Come in and sit down," he said, quietly.

Reacher was pushed over to the chair he had occupi ed before.
He sat, with his hands crushed behind him The guards stood to rigid

attention all around him not daring to breathe, just staring blankly
i nto space.



"I'"'m Beau Borken," the big man said. "I'mthe commander here."
H s voice was high. Reacher stared at the guy and felt some kind of an
aura radiating out of himlike a glow The glow of total authority.

"I have to take a decision," Borken said. "I need you to help ne with
it."

Reacher realized he was | ooking away fromthe guy. Like the gl ow was
overpowering him He forced hinself to turn his head slowy and stare
directly into the big white face

"What decision?" he asked.
"Whet her you should live," Borken said. "O whether you should die."

Holly pulled the side panel off the bath. She had known plunbers |eave
trash under the tub, out of sight behind the panel. Ofcuts of pipe,
scraps of wood, even tools. Used blades, |ost wenches. Stuff that
could prove useful. Sone apartnents she'd had, she'd found all kinds
of things. But there was nothing. She lay down and felt right into

t he back recesses and canme up with nothing at all

And the floor was solid all the way under the fixtures. The plunbing
ran down through tight holes. It was an expert job. It was possible
she could force a | ever down al ongside the big pipe running down out of
the John. [If she had a pry-bar she night get a board | oose. But there
was no pry-bar in the room Nor any substitute. The towel bar was
plastic. It would bend and break. There was nothing else. She sat on
the floor and felt the di sappoi ntnent wash over her. Then she heard
nore footsteps outside her door

This time they were quiet. They were nuffled, not clattering. Sonebody
approaching quietly and cautiously. Sonebody with no official

busi ness. She stood up slowy. Stepped out of the bathroom and pulled
the door to hide the dismantled tub. Linped back toward the bed as the
| ock clicked and the door opened.

A man cane into the room He was a youngish man, dressed in canoufl age
fatigues, black snears on his face. A vivid red scar running laterally
across his forehead. A machine gun slung at his shoulder. He turned
and cl osed the door, quietly. Turned back with his fingers to his
lips.

She stared at him Felt her anger rising. This time, she wasn't
chained up. This tine, the guy was going to die. She smled a crazy
snmle at the logic of it. The bathroomwas going to save her. She was
a high-status prisoner. Supposed to be held with dignity and respect.
Sonebody came in to abuse her, and she killed him they couldn't argue
with that, could they?

But the guy with the scar just held his fingers to his |ips and nodded
toward the bathroom He crept quietly over and pushed the door
CGestured for her to follow. She linped after him He gl anced down at
the side panel on the floor and shook his head. Reached in and started
the shower. Set it running hard against the enpty tub

They' ve got nicrophones,” the guy said. They're listening for ne.

"Who the hell are you?" she asked.



He squatted down and put the panel back on the bath.
"No good," he said. There's no way out."
"Cot to be," she said.

The guy shook his head.

They had a trial run," he said. The conmander put one of the guys who
built this place in here. Told himif he didn't get out, he'd cut his
arnms off. So | assune he tried real hard.”

"And what happened?" she asked.
The guy shrugged.

The commander cut his arnms off," he said.
"Who the hell are you?" she asked again.

"FBlI," the guy said. "Counter-terrorism Undercover. | guess I'm
going to have to get you out."

"How?" she asked.

Tomorrow, " he said. "I can get a jeep. W'Ill have to nake a run for
it. 1 can't call in for assistance because they're scanning for ny
transmitter. We'Ill just get the jeep and head south and hope for the
best."

"What about Readier?" she asked. "Where have they taken hinP"
"Forget him" the guy said. "He'll be dead by norning."

Hol | y shook her head.

"I"'mnot going without him" she said.

"Loder displeased ne," Beau Borken said.

Reacher shrugged and gl anced downward. Loder had squirmed up into a
si deways sitting position, cramred into the angle between the floor and
the wal |

"Did he displease you?" Borken asked.

Reacher made no reply.

"Wwuld you like to kick hinP" Borken asked.

Reacher kept quiet. He could see where this game was going. |If he
said yes, he'd be expected to hurt the guy badly. VWhich he had no
objection to in principle, but he'd prefer to do it on his own terns.
If he said no, Borken would call hima coward with no sense of natura
justice and no self-respect. An obvious gane, with no way to win. So
he kept quiet, which was a tactic he'd used a thousand tinmes before:

when in doubt, just keep your nouth shut.

"In the face?" Borken asked. "In the balls, maybe?"



Loder was staring up at Reacher. Something in his face. Reacher saw
what it was. His eyes widened in surprise. Loder was pleading with
himto give hima kicking, so that Borken wouldn't.

"Loder, lie down again," Borken said.

Loder squirned his hips away fromthe wall and dropped his shoulders to
the floor. Wiggled and pushed until he was lying flat on his back
Bor ken nodded to the nearest guard.

"In the face," he said.

The guard stepped over and used the sole of his boot to force Loder's
head si deways, so his face was presented to the room Then he stepped
back and ki cked out. A heavy blow froma heavy boot. Loder's head
snapped backward and thunped into the wall. Blood welled fromhis
nose. Borken watched himbleed for a |l ong nonent, nildly interested.
Then he turned back to Reacher

"Loder's one of my oldest friends," he said.
Reacher sai d not hi ng.
"Begs two questions, doesn't it?" Borken said. "Question one: why am

| enforcing such strict discipline, even against ny old friends? And
question two: if that's how !l treat ny friends, how the hell do I treat
ny enemi es?"

Reacher said nothing. Wen in doubt, just keep your nouth shut.

"I treat ny enenmies a hell of a lot worse than that," Borken said. "So
much worse, you really don't want to think about it. You really don't,
believe ne. And why am | being so strict? Because we're tw days away
froma unique noment in history. Things are going to happen which will
change the world. Plans are made and operations are underway.
Therefore | have to bring my natural caution to a new pitch. M old
friend Loder has fallen victimto a historical force. So, |I'mafraid,
have you."

Reacher said nothing. He dropped his gaze and watched Loder. He was
unconsci ous. Breathing raggedly through clotting blood in his nose.

"You got any value to nme as a hostage?" Borken asked.

Reacher thought about it. Made no reply. Borken watched his face and
smled. Hs red |lips parted over small white teeth.

"I thought not," he said. "So what should | do with a person who's got
no value to me as a hostage? During a nmonment of great historica
t ensi on?"

Reacher stayed silent. Just watching. Easing his weight forward,
ready.

"You think you're going to get a kicking?" Borken asked.
Reacher tensed his |legs, ready to spring.

"Rel ax," Borken said. "No kicking for you. Wen the tinme cones, it'll



be a bullet through the head. Frombehind. |'mnot stupid, you know.
|'ve got eyes, and a brain. What are you, six five? About two twenty?
Clearly fit and strong. And |ook at you, tension in your thighs,
getting ready to junp up. Cearly trained in some way. But you're not
a boxer. Because your nose has never been broken. A heavyweight |ike
you with an unbroken nose would need to be a phenonenal talent, and
we' d have seen your picture in the newspapers. So you're just a

braw er, probably been in the service, right? So I'lIl be cautious with
you. No kicking, just a bullet."

The guards took their cue. Six rifles cane down out of the slope and
six fingers hooked around six triggers.

"You got felony convictions?" Borken asked.
Reacher shrugged and spoke for the first tine.
"No, " he said.

"Upstanding citizen?" Borken asked.

Reacher shrugged agai n.

"I guess," he said.

Bor ken nodded.

"So I'lIl think about it," he said. "Live or die, I'lIl let you know,
first thing in the norning, OK?"

He Iifted his bulky armand snapped his fingers. Five of the six
guards noved. Two went to the door and opened it. A third went out
between them The other two waited. Borken stood up with surprising
grace for a man of his size and wal ked out from behind the desk. The
wooden fl oor creaked under his bulk. The four waiting guards fell in
behi nd hi m and he wal ked straight out into the night w thout a backward
gl ance.

He wal ked across the clearing and into another hut. Fow er was waiting
for him the headphones in his hand.

"I think sonmebody went in there," he said.
"You think?" Borken said.
The shower was running," Fow er said. "Sonmebody went in there who

knows about the nicrophones. She wouldn't need anot her shower. She
just had one, right? Sonebody went in there and ran the shower to nask
the tal king."

"Who?" Borken asked.

Fow er shook his head.

"I don't know who," he said. "But | can try to find out."
Bor ken nodded.

"Yes, you can do that," he said. "You can try to find out."



In the acconmmodati on huts, nen and wonmen were working in the gl oom
cleaning their rifles. The word about Loder had travel ed quickly. They
all knew about the tribunal. They all knew the Iikely outconme. Any six
of themcould be selected for the firing squad. |If there was going to
be a firing squad. Mbost people figured there probably was. An officer
like Loder, the commander might Iimt it to a firing squad. Probably
not hi ng worse. So they cleaned their rifles, and |l eft them | ocked and
| oaded next to their beds.

Those of themw th enough denerits to be on tonorrow s puni shrment
detail were trying to get sone sleep. If he didn't limt it to a
firing squad, they could be in for a lot of work. Messy, unpleasant
work. And even if Loder got away with it, there was always the other
guy. The big guy who had cone in with the federal bitch. There wasn't
much chance of him surviving ivn past breakfast time. They couldn't
renenber the last time any stray stranger had | asted | onger than

t hat .

Hol Iy Johnson had a rule. It was a rule bred into her, like a fanmly
motto. It had been reinforced by her long training at Quantico. It

was a rule distilled fromthousands of years of mlitary history and

hundreds of years of |aw enforcenent experience. The rule said: hope
for the best, but plan for the worst.

She had no reason to believe she would not be speeding south in a jeep
just as soon as her new ally could arrange it. He was Bureau-trained,
the sane as she was. She knew that if the tables were turned, she
woul d get himout, no problemat all. So she knew she could just sit
tight and wait. But she wasn't doing that. She was hoping for the
best, but she was planning for the worst.

She had given up on the bathroom No way out there. Now she was goi ng
over the roomitself, inch by inch. The new pine boarding was nail ed
tight to the frame, all six surfaces. It was driving her crazy.
Inch-thick pine board, the ol dest possible technol ogy, used for ten

t housand years, and there was no way through it. For a |one wonan

wi thout any tools, it might as well have been the side of a

batt | eshi p.

So she concentrated on finding tools. It was |like she was personally
speedi ng through Darwi n's evol uti onary process. Apes came down from
the trees and they made tools. She was concentrating on the bed. The

mattress was useless. It was a thin, crushed thing, no wire springs
inside. But the bed frane was nore promising. 1t was bolted together
fromiron tubes and flanges. |If she could take it apart, she could put

one of the little right-angle flanges in the end of the |ongest tube
and nake a pry-bar seven feet long. But the bolts were all painted
over. She had strong hands, but she couldn't begin to nove them Her
fingers just bruised and slipped on her sweat.

Loder had been dragged away and Reacher was | ocked up alone with the

| ast remaining guard fromthe evening detail. The guard sat behind the
pl ai n desk and propped his weapon on the wooden surface with the muzzle
pointing directly at himsitting on his chair. H's hands were stil
cuffed behind him He had decisions to make. First was no way coul d
he sit all night like that. He glanced calmy at the guard and eased
hi nsel f up and slid his hands underneat h.

Pressed his chest down onto his thighs and | ooped his hands out under
his feet. Then he sat up and | eaned back and forced a snile, hands



together in his I|ap.

"Long arms," he said. "Useful."

The guard nodded slowly. He had small piercing eyes, set back in a
narrow face. They gl eamed out above the big beard, through the
canouf | age snudges, but the gl eam | ooked i nnocent enough

"What's your nane?" Reacher asked him

The guy hesitated. Shuffled in his seat. Reacher could see sone kind
of natural courtesy was pronpting a reply. But there were obvious

tactical considerations for the guy. Reacher kept on forcing the
smile.

"I'"'m Reacher," he said. "You know my nanme. You got a nane? W're
here all night, we may as well be a little civilized about it,

ri ght?"

The guy nodded again, slowy. Then he shrugged.

"Ray," he said.

"Ray?" Reacher said. "That your first nane or your [|ast?"

"Last," the guy said. "Joseph Ray."

Reacher nodded.

"OK, M. Ray," he said. "Pleased to nmeet you."

"Call me Joe," Joseph Ray said.

Reacher forced the snmile again. The ice was broken. Like conducting
an interrogation. Reacher had done it a thousand times. But never

fromthis side of the desk. Never when he was the one wearing the
cuffs.

"Joe, you're going to have to help nme out a little," he said. "I need
some background here. | don't know where | am or why, or who all you
guys are. Can you fill me in on sonme basic information?"

Ray was | ooking at himlike he was naybe having difficulty know ng
where to start. Then he was gl ancing around the roomlike naybe he was
wonderi ng whet her he was allowed to start at all

"Where exactly are we?" Reacher asked him "You can tell nme that,
ri ght?"

"Mont ana," Ray said.
Reacher nodded.
"OK," he said. "Were in Mntana?"

"Near a town called Yorke," Ray said. "An old mning town, just about
abandoned. "

Readi er nodded agai n.



"OK," he said. "What are you guys doi ng here?"
"We're building a bastion," Ray said. "A place of our own."
"What for?" Readier asked him

Ray shrugged. An inarticulate guy. At first, he said nothing. Then
he sat forward and | aunched i nto what seened to Reacher |ike a nmantra,
i ke sonething the guy had rehearsed nany tinmes. O |ike sonething the
guy had been told nany tines.

"We came up here to escape the tyranny of Anmerica," he said. "W have
to draw up our borders and say, it's going to be different inside
here.”

"Di fferent how?" Reacher asked him

"W have to take Anerica back, piece by piece," Ray said. "W have to
build a place where the white man can live free, unnolested, in peace,
wi th proper freedonms and proper |aws."

"You think you can do that?" Reacher said.

"It happened before," Ray said. "It happened in 1776. People said
enough is enough. They said we want a better country than this. Now
we're saying it again. W're saying we want our country back. And
we're going to get it back. Because now we're acting together. There
were a dozen militias up here. They all wanted the sane things. But
they were all acting alone. Beau's mission was to put people together
Now we're unified and we're going to take our country back. W're
starting here. W're starting now. "

Reacher nodded. danced to his right and down at the dark stain where
Loder's nose had bled onto the floor

"Li ke this?" he said. "What about voting and denmocracy? All that
kind of stuff? You should vote people out and vote new people in,
ri ght?"

Ray smiled sadly and shook his head.

"We've been voting for two hundred and twenty years," he said. "GCets
worse all the time. GCovernment's not interested in how we vote.
They' ve taken all the power away fromus. G ven our country away. You
know where the governnent of this country really is?"

Reacher shrugged.

"DC, right?" he said.

"Wong," Ray said. "It's in New York. The United Nations buil ding.
Ever asked yourself why the UNis so near WaAll Street? Because that's
the government. The United Nations and the banks. They

run the world. Anmerica's just a small part of it. The president is
just one voice on a damm conmmittee. That's why voting is no damm good.

You think the United Nations and the world banks care what we vote?"

"You sure about all this?" Reacher asked.



Ray nodded, vi gorously.
"Sure I'msure," he said. "I've seen it at work. Wy do you think we
send billions of dollars to the Russians when we got poverty here in
America? You think that's the free choice of an American governnent ?
W send it because the world government tells us to send it. You know
we got camps here? Hundreds of canps all over the country? Mbost of
themare for United Nations troops. Foreign troops, waiting to nove in
when we start any trouble. But forty-three of themare concentration
canps. That's where they're going to put us when we start speaking
out."

"You sure?" Reacher said again.
"Sure |'msure," Ray said again. "Beau's got the documents. W' ve got
the proof. There are things going on you woul dn't believe. You know
it's a secret federal |law that all babies born in the hospital get a

m crochip inplanted just under their skin? Wen they take them away,
they' re not wei ghing themand cleaning themup. They're inplanting a
m crochip. Pretty soon the whole population is going to be visible to
secret satellites. You think the space shuttle gets used for science
experiments? You think the world governnent woul d authorize
expenditure for stuff like that? You got to be kidding. The space
shuttle is there to | aunch surveillance satellites.”

"You're joking, right?" Reacher said.
Ray shook his head.

"No way," he said. "Beau's got the docunments. There's another secret
law, guy in Detroit sent Beau the stuff. FEvery car built in Anerica
since 1985 has a secret radio transmtter box in it, so the satellites
can see where it's going. You buy a car, the radar screens in the UN
Bui | di ng know where you are, every mnute of the day and ni ght. They've
got foreign forces training in America, right now, ready for the

of ficial takeover. You know why we-send so nuch noney to |Israel ? Not
because we care what happens to the Israelis. Wy should we care? W
send the noney because that's where the UNis training the secret world
arnmy. 1t's like an experinental place. Wy do you think the UN never
stops the Israelis frominvadi ng people? Because the UN has told them
what to do in the first place. Training themfor the world takeover
There are three thousand helicopters right now, at air bases round the
US, all ready for themto use. Helicopters, painted flat black, no
mar ki ngs. "

"You sure?" Reacher said again. He was keeping his voice sonewhere
bet ween worried and skeptical. "I never heard about any of this
stuff.”

That proves it, right?" Ray said.
"Why?" Reacher asked.

"Cbvious, right?" Ray said. "You think the world government is going
to all ow nedia access to that stuff? Wrld government controls the
media, right? They own it. So it's logical that whatever doesn't
appear in the media is what is really happening, right? They tell you
the safe stuff, and they keep the secrets away fromyou. It's al

true, believe ne. | told you, Beau's got the docunents. Did you know
every US highway sign has a secret mark on the back? You drive out and



take a | ook. A secret sign, to direct the world troops around the
country. They're getting ready to take over. That's why we need a
pl ace of our own."

"You think they're going to attack you?" Reacher asked.

"No doubt about it," Ray said. "They're going to conme right after
us."

"And you figure you can defend yoursel ves?" Reacher said. "A few guys
in some little town in Mntana?"

Joe Ray shook his head.

"Not a few guys," he said. There are a hundred of us."

"A hundred guys?" Reacher said. "Against the world government?"

Ray shook his head again.
"We can defend ourselves,"” he said. "Beau's a smart |eader. This
territory is good. W're in a valley here. Sixty miles north to
south, sixty nmiles east to west. Canadian border along the northern
edge. "

He swept his hand through the air, above eye level, left to right |like
a karate chop, to denobnstrate the geography. Reacher nodded. He was
famliar with the Canadi an border. Ray used his other hand, up and
down the left edge of his invisible map.

"Rapid River," he said. That's our western border. It's a big river,
conpletely wild. No way to cross it."

He nmoved the Canadi an border hand across and rubbed a small circle in
the air, like he was cl eaning a pane of gl ass.

"National forest," he said. "You seen it? Fifty nmiles, east to west.
Thick virgin forest, no way through. You want an eastern border, that
forest is as good as you're going to get."

"What about the south?" Reacher asked.

Ray chopped his hand sideways at chest | evel

"Ravine," he said. "Natural-born tank trap. Believe nme, | know tanks.
No way through, except one road and one track. Woden bridge takes the

track over the ravine."

Reacher nodded. He renenbered the white truck pattering over a wooden
structure.

That bridge gets blown," Ray said. "No way through.”
"\What about the road?" Reacher asked.

"Same thing," Ray said. "W blowthe bridge and we're safe. Charges
are set right now "

Reacher nodded slowy. He was thinking about air attack, artillery,
m ssiles, smart bonbs, infiltration of special forces, airborne troops,



parachutes. He was thinking about navy SEALs bridging the river or
Marines bridging the ravine. He was thinking about NATO units runbling
strai ght down from Canada

"What about Holly?" he asked. "What do you want with her?"

Ray smled. H s beard parted and his teeth shone out as bright as his
eyes.

"Beau's secret weapon," he said. Think about it. The world government
is going to use her old man to lead the attack. That's why they
appointed him You think the president appoints those guys? You got
to be joking. dd man Johnson's a world governnent guy, just waiting
for the secret conmand to nove. But when he gets here, what's he going
to find?"

"What ?" Reacher asked.

"He comes up fromthe south, right?" Ray said. "First building he
sees is that old courthouse, southeast corner of town. You were just
there. She's up on the second floor, right? You notice the new
construction? Special room double walls, twenty-two inches apart. The
space is packed with dynanmte and bl asting caps fromthe old mine
stores. The first stray shell will blow old man Johnson's little girl
to ki ngdom cone. "

Reacher nodded again, slowy. Ray |ooked at him

"We're not asking nuch," he said. "Sixty miles by sixty mles, what is
that? Thirty-six hundred square mles of territory."

"But why now?" Reacher asked. "What's the big hurry?"

"What's the date?" Ray asked back

Reacher shrugged.

"July sonething?" he said.

"July second," Ray said. Two days to go."

To what?" Reacher said.

"I ndependence Day," Ray said. "July fourth."

"So?" Reacher asked.

"We're declaring i ndependence,"” Ray said. "Day after tonorrow. The
birth of a brand-new nation. That's when they'll come for us, right?
Freedomfor the little guys? That's not in their plan."
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TVEENTY- FOUR

THE BUREAU LEAR REFUELED AT FARGO | N AND FLEW STRAI GHT sout hwest to
California. MG ath had argued again in favor of heading straight for
Mont ana, but Webster had overruled him One step at a tine was

Webster's patient way, so they were going to check out the Beau Borken
story in California and then they were going to Peterson Air Force Base



in Colorado to neet with General Johnson. MG ath was about the only
Bureau guy alive capable of shouting at Webster, and he had, but
arguing is not the sanme thing as winning, so they were all in the air
heading first for Mjave, McGath and Webster and Brogan and M| osevi c,
all overtired, overanxi ous and norose in the hot noisy cabin.

"I need all the background |I can get," Wbster said. They put me in
personal charge and these are not the type of guys | can be vague with,
ri ght?"

MG ath glared at himand thought: don't play your stupid Beltway games
with Holly's life, Webster. But he said nothing. Just sat tight unti
the tiny plane started arrowi ng down toward the airfield on the edge of
the desert.

They were on the ground just after two o' clock in the norning, West
Coast time. The Mjave agent-in-charge nmet themon the deserted tarmac
in his own car. Drove themsouth through the sleeping town.

The Borkens were a Kendall famly," he said. "Small town, fifty mles
fromhere. Fanning place, nostly citrus. One-nman police departnment.
The sheriff is waiting for us down there."

"He know anyt hi ng?" MG ath asked.
The guy at the wheel shrugged.
"Maybe," he said. "Small town, right?"

Fifty mles through the desert night at eighty-five took them just
thirty-six mnutes. Kendall was a small knot of buildings adrift in a
sea of groves. There was a gas station, a general store, a grower's
operation and a | ow cerment building with whip antennas spearing upward
fromthe roof. A smart bl ack-and-white was parked up on the apron
outside. 1t was marked: Kendall County Sheriff. There was a single
light in the office w ndow behind the car

The five agents stretched and yawned in the dry night air and trooped
single file into the cement building. The Kendall County sheriff was a
guy about sixty, solid, gray. He looked reliable. Wbster waved him
back into his seat and McGrath laid the four glossy nmug shots on his
desk in front of him

"You know t hese guys?" he asked.

The sheriff slid the photographs nearer and | ooked at each of themin
turn. He picked themup and shuffled theminto a new order. Laid them
back down on the desk |ike he was dealing a hand of giant playing

cards. Then he nodded and reached down to his desk pedestal. Rolled
open a drawer. Lifted out three buff files. He placed the files
underneath three of the photographs. Laid a stubby finger on the first
face.

"Peter Wayne Bell," he said. "Mjave kid, but he was down here a lot.
Not a very nice boy, as | believe you know. "

He nodded across to his nonitor screen on a conputer cart at the end of
the desk. A page fromthe National Crinme Center Database was gl owi ng
green. It was the report fromthe North Dakota cops about the identity
of the body they had found in a ditch. The identity, and the



hi story.

The sheriff noved his wist and laid a finger on the next photograph
It was the gunman who had pushed Holly Johnson into the back of the
Lexus.

"Steven Stewart," he said. "Called Stevie, or Little Stevie. Farm
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boy, a couple of bushels short of a wagonl oad, know what | nean? Junpy,
jittery sort of a boy."

"What's in his file?" Wbster asked.

The sheriff shrugged.

"Not hi ng too serious," he said. The boy was just too plain dunmb for
his own good. G oup of kids would go out and ness around, and guess
who' d be the one still stood there when I roll up? Little Stevie,
that's who. | locked himup a dozen tines, | guess, but he never did

much of what you would want to call serious shit."

McG at h nodded and pointed to the photograph of the gunman who had
gotten into the front seat of the Lexus.

Thi s guy?" he asked.

The sheriff noved his finger and laid it on the guy's glossy throat.
Tony Loder," he said. This is a fairly bad guy. Smarter than Stevie,
dunber than you or nme. 1'Il give you the file. Maybe it won't keep
you Bureau guys awake nights, but it sure won't help you sleep any
better than you were going to anyhow "

"What about the big guy?" Webster asked.

The sheriff junped his finger along the row and shook his grizzled
head.

"Never saw this guy before," he said. That's for dam sure. 1'd
remenber himif | had."

"We think maybe he's a foreigner," Wbster said. "Maybe European
Maybe had an accent. That ring any bells with you?"

The sheriff just kept on shaking his head.
"Never saw hi mbefore," he said again. "I'd renmenber."

"OK," McGrath said. "Bell, Little Stevie Stewart, Tony Loder and the
nmystery man. Were do these Borken guys fit in?"

The sheriff shrugged.

"ad Dutch Borken never fit in nowhere," he said. That was his
problem He was in Nam infantry grunt, noved out here when he got out
of the service. Brought a pretty wife and a little fat ten-year-old
boy with him started growing citrus, did pretty well for a |long while.
He was a strange guy, a loner, never saw nuch of him But he was happy



enough, | guess. Then the wi fe took sick and died, and the boy started
acting weird, the market took a couple of hits, profits were down, the
growers all started getting into the banks for |oans, interest went up
| and went down, the ion collateral was disappearing, irrigation water
got expensive, they all started going belly-up one after the other
Borken took it bad and swal |l owed his shotgun."

Webst er nodded.
The little fat ten-year-old was Beau Borken?" he asked.
The sheriff nodded.

"Beau Borken, "
obsessed. "

he said. "Very strange boy. Very smart. But

"Wth what?" MG ath asked.

"Mexicans started comng up," the sheriff said. "Cheap |abor. Young
Beau was dead set against it. He started hollering about keeping
Kendal | white. Joined the John Birch types."

"So he was a racist?" MGath said.

"At first," the sheriff said. Then he got into all that conspiracy
stuff. Tal king about the Jews running the governnent. O the United
Nations, or both, or some damm thing. The governnent was al

conmuni sts, taking over the world, secret plans for everything. Big
conspi racy agai nst everybody, especially him Banks controlled the
government, or was it the government controlled the banks? So the
banks were all comunists and they were out to destroy Anerica. He
figured the exact reason the bank | oaned his father the noney was so it
could default himlater and give the farmto the Mexicans or the bl acks
or some damm thing. He was raving about it, all the tine."

"So what happened?" Webster said.

"Well, of course, the bank did end up defaulting him" the sheriff
said. The guy wasn't paying the | oan, was he? But they didn't give
his land to the Mexicans. They sold it on to the same big corporation
owns everything el se around here, which is owned by the pension funds,
whi ch probably neans it's owned by you and ne, not comunists or

Mexi cans or anybody el se, right?"

"But the boy blamed the conspiracy for his father's death?" Brogan
asked.

"He sure did," the sheriff said. "But the truth is it was Beau hinself
who did for the old man. | figure old Dutch could have faced j ust
about anything, except his only boy had turned out to be a conplete
lunatic. A cruel, selfish, weird boy. That's why he swall owed the
damm shotgun, if you want to know the truth."

"So where did Beau go?" Wbster asked.
"Montana," the sheriff said. That's what | heard. He was into al
those right-wing groups, you know, the militias. Built hinmself up to

| eader. Said the white nan was going to have to stand and fight."

"And those other guys went with hinP" Brogan asked.



The three of themfor sure,” the sheriff said. This big guy, | never
saw before. But Little Stevie and Loder and Peter Bell, they were al
in awe of Beau, like little robots. They all went up there together
They had a little cash, and they stripped the Borken place of anything
they could carry, and they headed north. Figured to buy sonme cheap
land up there and defend thensel ves, you know, although agai nst who
can't say, because the way | hear it there ain't nobody up there, and
if there is they're all white people anyway."

"What's in his file?" Wbster asked.
The sheriff shook his head.

"Just about nothing," he said. "Beau's way too smart to get caught
doi ng anyt hi ng bad."

"But?" MGath said. "He's doing stuff without getting caught?"
The sheriff nodded.

That armored car robbery?" he said. "North of the state sonewhere? |
heard about that. Didn't stick to him didit? 1 told you, way too
smart. "

"Anything el se we should know?" Webster asked.
The sheriff thought for a while and nodded agai n.

There was a fifth guy,"” he said. "Nanme of COdell Fowler. He'll turn up
al ongsi de of Beau, for sure. You can bet on that. Loder and Stevie
and Bell get sent out doing m schief, you can be damm sure Borken and
Fow er are sitting there in the shadows pulling their strings.”

"Anything el se?" \Wbster said again.

"Originally there was a sixth guy," the sheriff said. "Quy naned
Packer. Six of them all thick as thieves. But Packer took up with a
Mexican girl. Couldn't help hinmself, | guess, just plain fell in |ove
with her. Beau told himto stop seeing her. They fell out about it, a
| ot of tension going on. One day Packer's not around any nore, and
Beau is all smling and rel axed. W found Packer out in the scrub,
nailed to a big wooden cross. Crucified. Dead for a couple of

days."

"And you figure Borken did it?" Brogan asked.

"Couldn't prove it," the sheriff replied. "But |I'msure of it. And

I"'msure he talked the others into helping himdo it. He's a born
| eader. He can tal k anybody into doing anything, | can pronise you
that."

Kendal | back to Myjave was fifty mles by car. Mjave to Peterson Air
Force Base in Col orado was anot her eight hundred and thirty mles by
Lear. Three hours of travel, door to door, which put them down at

Pet erson through the gorgeous nountain dawn. It was the kind of sight
peopl e pay nmoney to see, but the four FBI nen took no notice at all.
Thursday July third, the fourth day of the crisis, and no proper rest



and no proper nutrition had |left themragged and focused on not hing
except the job in hand.

General Johnson hinself was not available to neet them He was

el sewhere on the giant base, on duty gl ad-handing the returning night
patrols. H s aide saluted Webster, shook hands with the other three,
and wal ked themall over to a crewroomreserved for their use. There
was a huge phot ograph on the table, black-and-white, crisply focused.
Sone kind of a |andscape. It |ooked |Iike the surface of the noon.

That's Anadyr, in Siberia," the aide said. "Satellite photograph. Last
week, there was a big air base there. A nuclear bonber base. The
runway was ai ned straight at our mssile silos in Uah. Arns reduction
treaty required it to be blown up. The Russians conplied | ast week."

The four agents bent for another |ook. There was no trace of any
man- made structure in the picture. Just savage craters.

"Conplied?" MGath said. "Looks like they did an enthusiastic job of
wor k. "

"So?" Webster said.

The aide pulled a map fromthe portfolio. Unfolded it and stepped
around so that the agents could share his view It was a slice of the
world, eastern Asia and the western United States, with the nmass of

Al aska right in the center and the North Pole right at the top. The

ai de stretched his thunmb and finger apart and spanned the di stance from
Si beria sout heast down to Ut ah

"Anadyr was here," he said. "Utah is here. Naturally we knew al
about the bonber base, and we had counternmeasures in place, which

i ncluded big mssile bases in Al aska, here, and then a chain of four
smal |l surface-to-air facilities strung out north to south all the way
underneath Anadyr's flightpath into Utah, which are here, here, here
and here, straddling the line between Mntana and the |daho
panhandl e. "

The agents ignored the red dots in Idaho. But they | ooked closely at
the locations in Mntana.

"What sort of bases are these?" Wbster asked.

The ai de shrugged.

"They were kind of tenmporary," he said. "Thrown together in the
sixties, just sort of survived ever since. Frankly, we didn't expect
to have to use them The Al aska m ssiles were nore than adequate.
Not hi ng woul d have gotten past them But you know how it was, right?
Couldn't be too ready."

"What sort of weapons?" MG ath asked.

There was a Patriot battery at each facility,"” the aide said. "W
pul | ed those out a while back. Sold themto Israel. Al that's left
is Stingers, you know, shoulder-launch infantry systens."

Webst er | ooked at the guy.

"Stingers?" he said. "You were going to shoot Soviet bonbers down



with infantry systens?"
The ai de nodded. Looked definite about it.

"Way not?" he said. "Don't forget, those bases were basically

wi ndow dressi ng. Not hi ng was supposed to get past Al aska. But the
Stingers would have worked. W supplied thousands of themto

Af ghani stan. They knocked down hundreds of Soviet planes. Mostly
heli copters, | guess, but the principle is good. A heat-seeker is a
heat - seeker, right? Makes no difference if it gets launched off a
truck or off a G's shoul der."

"So what happens now?" Webster asked him
"We're closing the bases down," the guy said. "That's why the general
is here, gentlenmen. W're pulling the equipnment and the personnel back
here to Peterson, and there's going to be some cerenpnies, you know,
end-of -an-era stuff."

"Where are these bases?" MGath asked. "The Mntana ones?
Exact | y?"

The aide pulled the map cl oser and checked the references.

"Sout her nnost one is hidden on sone farm and near M ssoul a," he said.
"Northern one is hidden in a valley, about forty mles south of Canada,
near a little place called Yorke. Wy? 1Is there a problen"
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McG at h shrugged.

"We don't know yet," he said.

The ai de showed them where to get breakfast and left themto wait for
the general. Johnson arrived after the eggs but before the toast, so
they left the toast uneaten and wal ked back together to the crew room
Johnson | ooked a lot different fromthe gl ossy guy Wbster had nmet with
Monday evening. The early hour and three days' strain made hi m| ook
twenty pounds thinner and twenty years older. His face was pale and
his eyes were red. He |looked Iike a man on the verge of defeat.

"So what do we know?" he asked.

"We think we know nost of it," Wbster answered. "Ri ght now our
operational assunption is your daughter's been kidnaped by a nilitia
group from Montana. We know their |ocation, nmore or |ess. Somewhere
in the northwestern valleys."

Johnson nodded sl owy.

"Any conmuni cation?" he asked.

Webst er shook his head.

"Not yet," he said.

"So what's the reason?" Johnson asked. "Wat do they want?"

Webst er shook his head again.



"W don't know that yet," he said.

Johnson nodded agai n, vaguely.

"Who are they?" he asked.

McG at h opened the envel ope he was carrying.

"We've got four nanes," he said. "Three of the snatch squad, and
there's pretty firm evidence about who the mlitia |leader is. A guy
naned Beau Borken. That nane nean anything to you?"

"Bor ken?" Johnson said. He shook his head. That nanme neans
not hi ng. "

"OK," McGath said. "What about this guy? H's name's Peter Bell."

MG afti passed Johnson the conputer print of Bell at the wheel in the
Lexus. Johnson took a long look at it and shook his head.

"He's dead," McGath said. "Didn't nake it back to Mntana."

"Cood, " Johnson sai d.

McG at h passed hi m anot her picture.

"Steven Stewart?" he said.

Johnson paid the print sone attention, but ended up shaking his head.

"Never saw this guy before," he said.

Tony Loder?" MG ath asked.
Johnson stared at Loder's face and shook his head.
"No, " he said.

Those three and Borken are all fromCalifornia," McGath said. There
may be another guy called Odell Fow er. You heard that nane?"

Johnson shook his head.
"And there's this guy," MG ath said. "W don't know who he is."

He passed over the photograph of the big guy. Johnson glanced at it,
then gl anced away. But then his gaze drifted back.

"You know this one?" MGath asked him

Johnson shrugged.

"He's vaguely famliar," he said. "Maybe sonmebody | once saw?"

"Recently?" MG ath asked.

Johnson shook his head.

"Not recently," he said. "Probably a long tine ago."



"Mlitary?" \Webster asked.

"Probably," Johnson said again. "Mst of the people | see are
mlitary."

H s ai de crowded his shoul der for a | ook

"Means nothing to nme," he said. "But we should fax this to the
Pentagon. If this guy is mlitary naybe there'll be somebody somewhere
who served with him"

Johnson shook his head.

"Fax it to the military police," he said. This guy's a crim nal

right? Chances are he was in trouble before, in the service. Sonebody
there will renmenber him"

TVENTY- FI VE

THEY CAME FOR HI' M AN HOUR AFTER DAVWN. HE WAS DOZI NG ON his hard chair,
hands cuffed in his lap, Joseph Ray awake and alert opposite him He
had spent nost of the night thinking about dynamte. dd dynanite,

| eft over from abandoned mi ning operations. He imagined hefting a
stick in his hand. Feeling the weight. Figuring the volunme of the
cavity behind Holly's walls. Picturing it packed with old dynamte.

A d dynamite, rotting, the nitroglycerin sweating out, going unstable.
Maybe a ton of unstable old dynamte packed in all around her, stil

not so far gone it woul d expl ode with random novenent, but gone bad
enough it woul d expl ode under the inpact of a stray artillery shell. O
a stray bullet. O even a sharp blow with a hamer.

Then there was a rattle of feet on shale as a detachnent of nen halted
outside the hut. The door was flung open and Reacher turned his head
and saw six guards. The point nman clattered inside and haul ed hi mup
by the arm He was dragged outside into the bright norning sun to face
five men, line abreast, automatic rifles at the slope. Canoufl age
fatigues, beards. He stood and squinted in the light. The rifle
muzzles jerked himinto rough formation and the six men marched him
across the diameter of the clearing to a narrow path running away from
the sun into the forest.

Fifty yards in there was another clearing. A rough scrubby rectangl e,
small in area. Two plywood and cedar structures. Neither had any

wi ndows. The guards halted himand the point nan used his rifle barre
to indicate the |eft-hand buil di ng.

"Conmmand hut," he said.

Then he pointed to the right.

"Puni shnent hut," he said. "W try to avoid that one.™

The six men | aughed with the secure confidence of an elite detachnent
and the point man knocked on the command hut door. Paused a beat and
opened it. Reacher was shoved inside with a rifle muzzle in the snall
of his back.

The hut was blazing with light. Electric bulbs added to green daylight
fromnossy skylights set into the roof. There was a plain oak desk and



mat ching chairs, big old round things |ike Reacher had seen in old

novi es about newspaper offices or country banks. There was no decor
except flags and banners nailed to the walls. There was a huge red
swasti ka behind the desk, and several sinilar black-and-white nmotifs on
the other walls. There was a detailed map of Mntana pinned to a board

on the back wall. A tiny portion of the northwest corner of the state
was outlined in black. There were bundles of panmphlets and manual s
stacked on the bare floor. One was titled: Dry It, You'll Like It. It

clainmed to show how food could be preserved to withstand a siege.

Anot her cl aimed to show how guerillas could derail passenger trains.
There was a pol i shed mahogany bookcase, incongruously fine, packed with
books. The bar of daylight fromthe door fell across them and
illuminated their cloth spines and gol d-bl ocked titles. They were
standard histories of the art of war, translations from Gernman and
Japanese. There was a whole shelf with texts about Pearl Harbor. Texts
t hat Reacher hinself had studied, el sewhere and a |long tine ago.

He stood still. Borken was behind the desk. H's hair gleaned white in
the Iight. The black uniformshowed up gray. Borken was just staring
silently at him Then he waved himto a chair. Mtioned the guards to
wai t out side.

Reacher sat heavily. Fatigue was gnhawi ng at hi mand adrenalin was
burning his stomach. The guards tranped across the floor and stepped
outside. They closed the door quietly. Borken nmoved his arm and

roll ed open a drawer. Took out an ancient handgun. Laid it on the
desktop with a loud clatter

"I made my decision,” he said. "About whether you live or die."
Then he pointed at the old revolver lying on the desk

"You know what this is?" he asked.

Reacher glanced at it through the glare and nodded.

"lIt's a Marshal Colt," he said.

Bor ken nodded.

"You bet your ass it is," he said. "It's an original 1873 Marsha
Colt, just like the US cavalry were given. It's nmy personal weapon."

He picked it up, right-handed, and hefted it.
"You know what it fires?" he said.

Reacher nodded agai n.

"Forty-fives," he said. "Six shots."
"Right first tine," Borken said. "Six forty-fives, nine hundred feet
per second out of a seven and a half inch barrel. You know what those

bullets could do to you?"
Reacher shrugged.

"Depends if they hit ne or not," he said.

Bor ken | ooked bl ank. Then he grinned. His wet mouth curled upward and



his tight cheeks nearly forced his eyes shut.
They'd hit you," he said. "If I'mfiring, they'd hit you."

Reacher shrugged agai n.

"From there, nmaybe," he said
"From anywhere," Borken said. "Fromhere, fromfifty feet, fromfifty
yards, if I'mfiring, they'd hit you."

"Hol d up your right hand," Reacher said.

Bor ken | ooked bl ank again. Then he put the gun down and held up his
huge white hand |Ii ke he was waving to a vague acquai ntance or taking an
oat h.

"Bull shit," Reacher said.
"Bul | shit?" Borken repeated.

"For sure," Reacher said. That gun's reasonably accurate, but it's not
the best weapon in the world. To hit a man at fifty yards with it,
you'd need to practice like crazy. And you haven't been."

"l haven't?" Borken said.
"No, you haven't," Reacher said. "Look at the dam thing. It was
designed in the 1870s, right? You seen old photographs? People were
much smaller. Scrappy little guys, just immgrated from Europe, been
starving for generations. Small people, small hands. Look at the
stock on that thing. Tight curve, way too small for you. You

18Q

grab that thing, your hand | ooks like a bunch of bananas around it. And
that stock is hundred-and-twenty-year-old walnut. Hard as a rock. The
back of the stock and the end of the franme bel ow the hamrer woul d be
poundi ng you with the recoil. You used that gun a lot, you'd have a
pad of callus between your thunmb and forefinger | could see from here.
But you haven't, so don't tell me you' ve been practicing with it, and
don't tell me you can be a marksman wi thout practicing with it."

Bor ken | ooked hard at him Then he smiled again. Hs wet |ips parted
and his eyes closed into slits. He rolled open the opposite drawer and
lifted out another handgun. It was a Sig-Sauer 9mm Maybe five years
old. Well used, but well maintained. A big boxy grip for a big

hand.

"I lied," he said. This is ny personal weapon. And now | know
somet hing. | know ny decision was the right one."

He paused so Reacher could ask hi mabout his decision. Reacher stayed
silent. dCdanped his lips. He wasn't about to ask himabout anything,
not even if it would be the |last sentence he would ever live to say.

"We're serious here, you know," Borken said to him "Totally serious.
W're not playing ganes. And we're correct about what's going on."

He paused again, so Reacher could ask hi mwhat was going on. Reacher



said nothing. Just sat and stared into space.

"Anerica has got a despotic governnent," Borken said. "A dictatorship,
controll ed from abroad by our enemies. Qur current president is a
menber of a world governnent which controls our lives in secret. His
federal systemis a snokescreen for total control. They're planning to
disarmus and enslave us. |It's started already. Let's be totally

cl ear about that."

He paused. Picked up the old revolver again. Reacher saw hi m checking
the fit of the stock in his hand. Felt the charisma radiating out of
him Felt conpelled to listen to the soft, hypnotic voice.

Two main nethods," Borken said. The first is the attenpt to disarmthe
civilian popul ation. The second anendnment guarantees our right to bear
arms, but they're going to abolish that. The gun laws, all this
beefi ng about crinme, homcides, drug wars, it's all aimed at disarmng
people like us. And when we're disarned, they can do what they I|ike
with us, right? That's why it was in the Constitution in the first

pl ace. Those old guys were snmart. They knew the only thing that could
control a government was the people's willingness and ability to shoot
t hem down. "

Bor ken paused again. Reacher stared up at the swastika behind his
head.

"Second method is the squeeze on small business," Borken said. "This
is a personal theory of mine. You don't hear it much around the
Moverment. But | spotted it. It puts ne way ahead of the others in ny

under st andi ng. "
Bor ken waited, but Reacher still stayed silent. Looking away.

"It's obvious, right?" Borken said to him "Wrld governnent is
basically a comuni stic type of government. They don't want a strong
smal | - busi ness sector. But that's what Anmerica had. MIlIlions of
peopl e, all working hard for thenselves and making a living. Too many
just to murder out of hand, when the tinme comes. So the nunbers have
to be reduced in advance. So the federal government was instructed to
squeeze the small businessman. They put on all kinds of regul ations,
all kinds of |aws and taxes, they rig the nmarkets, they bring the small
guy to his knees, then they order the banks to come sniffing round with
attractive loans, and as soon as the ink is dry on the | oan papers they
jack up the interest, and rig the market sone nmore, until the poor guy
defaults. Then they take away his business, and so that's one |ess for
t he gas ovens when the time cones.”

Reacher glanced at him Said not hing.
"Believe it," Borken said. "It's like they're solving a

cor pse-di sposal problemin advance. Get rid of the mddle class now,
they don't need so many concentration canps later."

Reacher was just staring at Borken's eyes. Like |ooking at a bright
light. The fat red lips were smiling an indulgent snile

"I told you, we're way ahead of the others,"” he said. "W've seen it
comng. What else is the Federal Reserve for? That's the key to this
whol e thing. America was basically a nation founded on busi ness,
right? Control business, you control everything. How do you contro



busi ness? You control the banks. How do you control the banks? You
set up a bullshit Federal Reserve system You tell the banks what to
do. That's the key. The world governnment controls everything, through
the Fed. 1've seen it happen.”

H s eyes were open wide. Shining with no color

"I sawthemdo it to my own father," he screaned. "My his poor soul
rest in peace. The Fed bankrupted him™

Reacher tore his gaze away. Shrugged at the corner of the room Said
nothing. He started trying to recall the sequence of titles in

Bor ken's fine mahogany bookcase. Warfare from ancient China through
Renai ssance Italy through Pearl Harbor. He concentrated on nam ng the
titles to hinself, left to right, trying to resist the glare of

Bor ken's attention.

"We're serious here," Borken was saying again. "You may |ook at me and
think I'msonme kind of a despot, or a cult |eader, or whatever the
world would want to label me. But I'mnot. |'ma good |eader, | won't
deny that. Even an inspired leader. Call me intelligent and
perceptive, | won't argue with you. But | don't need to be. M people
don't need any encouraging. They don't need much | eading. They need
gui dance, and they need discipline, but don't let that fool you. 1'm
not coercing anybody. Don't nake the m stake of underestimating their
will. Don't ignore their desire for a change for the better."

Reacher was silent. He was still concentrating on the books, skinm ng
in his mnd through the events of Decenber 1941, as seen fromthe
Japanese point of view

"We're not crimnals here, you know," Borken was saying. "Wen a
government turns bad, it's the very best people who stand up agai nst
it. O do you think we should all just act |ike sheep?"

Reacher risked another glance at him Ri sked speaking.

"You're pretty selective," he said. "About who's here and who's
not . "

Bor ken shrugged.
"Like unto like," he said. That's nature's way, isn't it? Black
peopl e have got the whole of Africa. Wite people have got this
pl ace."

"What about Jewi sh dentists?" Reacher asked. "What place have they
got ?"

Bor ken shrugged agai n.
That was an operational error,"” he said. "Loder should have waited
until he was clear. But nistakes happen.™

"Shoul d have waited until | was clear, too," Reacher said.

Bor ken nodded.

"I agree with you," he said. "It would have been better for you that



way. But they didn't, and so here you are anmong us."
"Just because |'mwhite?" Reacher said.

"Don't knock it," Borken replied. "White people got precious few
rights left."

Reacher stared at him Stared around the bright, hate-filled room
Shudder ed.

"I"ve made a study of tyranny," Borken said. "And howto conbat it.
The first rule is you nake a firmdecision, to live free or die, and
you nmean it. Live free or die. The second rule is you don't act |ike
a sheep. You stand up and you resist them You study their system and
you learn to hate it. And then you act. But how do you act? The
brave man fights back. He retaliates, right?"

Reacher shrugged. Said not hing.
"The brave man retaliates," Borken repeated. "But the nman who is both
brave and clever acts differently. He retaliates first. In advance.
He strikes the first blows. He gives themwhat they don't expect, when
and where they don't expect it. That's what we're doing here. W're
retaliating first. |It's their war, but we're going to strike the first
blows. W're going to give themwhat they don't expect. W' re going
to upset their plans.”

Reacher gl anced back at the bookcase. Five thousand cl assic pages, al
sayi ng the sanme thing: don't do what they expect you to do.

"Go | ook at the map," Borken said.

Reacher thrust his cuffed hands forward and lifted hinmsel f awkwardly
out of the chair. Wlked over to the map of Montana on the wall. He
found Yorke in the top left-hand corner. Well inside the small bl ack
outline. He checked the scale and | ooked at the contour shading and
the colors. The river Joseph Ray had tal ked about lay thirty mles to
the west, on the other side of high nountains. It was a thick blue
slash running down the map. There were enornous brown hei ghts shown to
the north, all the way up to Canada. The only road ran north through
Yorke and term nated at sone abandoned mi ne workings. A few haphazard
tracks ran through solid forest to the east. To the south, contour
lines merged together to show a trenendous east-west ravine.

"Look at that terrain, Reacher,"”
tell you?"

Borken said quietly. "What does it'

Reacher | ooked at it. It told himhe couldn't get out. Not on foot,
not with Holly. There were weeks of rough wal ki ng east and north.
Natural barriers west and south. The terrain nade a better prison than
wire fences or mnefields could have. He had once been in Siberia,
after glasnost, followi ng up on ancient stories about Korean M As. The
gul ags had been conpletely open. No wire, no barriers. He had asked
his hosts: but where are the fences? The Russians had pointed out over
the miles of snow and said: there are the fences. Nowhere to run. He
| ooked up at the map again. The terrain was the barrier. To get out
was going to require a vehicle. And a lot of l|uck

They can't get in," Borken said. "W're inpregnable. W can't be
stopped. And we nustn't be stopped. That would be a disaster of truly



historic proportions. Suppose the Redcoats had stopped the Anerican
Revol ution in 17767?"

Reacher gl anced around the tiny wooden room and shudder ed.

This isn't the American Revolution," he said.
"Isn't it?" Borken asked. "Howis it different? They wanted freedom
froma tyranni cal governnment. So do we."

"You're nmurderers,"” Reacher said.
"So were they in 1776," Borken said. They killed people. The
establ i shed systemcalled that nurder, too."

"You're racists," Reacher said.

"Same in 1776," Borken said. "Jefferson and his slaves? They knew
bl ack people were inferior. Back then, they were exactly the sane as
we are now. But then they becanme the new redcoats. Slowy, over the

years. It's fallen to us to get back to how it should have stayed.
Live free or die, Reacher. 1It's a noble aim Al ways has been, don't
you t hi nk?"

He was leaning forward with his great bulk pressing tight against the
desk. Hi's hands were in the air. H's colorless eyes were shining.

"But there were nistakes made in 1776," he said. "I've studied the
history. War could have been avoided if both sides had acted sensibly.
And war shoul d al ways be avoi ded, don't you think?"

Reacher shrugged.

"Not necessarily," he said.
"Well, you're going to help us avoid it," Borken said. That's ny
decision. You're going to be ny em ssary."”

"Your what?" Reacher said.
"You' re independent," Borken said. "Not one of us. No ax to grind. An
American |ike them an upstanding citizen, no felony icu convictions.

A clever, perceptive man. You notice things. They'll listen to

you. "

"What ?" Readi er said again.

"We're organi zed here," Borken said. "W're ready for nationhood. You
need to understand that. W have an arny, we have a treasury, we have
financial reserves, we have a | egal system we have denocracy. |'m
going to show all that to you today. |'mgoing to show you a society

ready for independence, ready to live free or die, and just a day away
fromdoing so. Then I'mgoing to send you south to Arerica. You're
going to tell themour position is strong and their position is

hopel ess. "

Reacher just stared at him

"And you can tell them about Holly," Borken said quietly. "In her
special little room You can tell them about ny secret weapon. M



i nsurance policy."
"You're crazy," Reacher said.
The hut went silent. Quieter than silent.

"Why?" Bor ken whi spered. "Why am | crazy? Exactly?"

"You're not thinking straight," Reacher said. "Don't you realize that
Hol Iy counts for nothing? The president will replace Johnson faster
than you can blink an eye. They'll crush you like a bug and Holly will

be just another casualty. You should send her back out with ne."
Bor ken was shaki ng his bl oated head, happily, confidently.

"No," he said. "That won't happen. There's nore to Holly than who her
father is. Hasn't she told you that?"

Reacher stared at himand Borken checked his watch

"Time to go,'
wor k. "

he said. "Tine for you to see our |egal system at

Hol Iy heard the quiet footsteps outside her door and eased off the bed.
The [ ock clicked back and the young soldier with the scarred forehead
stepped up into the room He had his finger to his lips and Holly
nodded. She linped to the bathroom and set the shower running noisily
into the enpty tub. The young soldier followed her in and cl osed the
door.

"We can only do this once a day," Holly whispered. "They'll get
suspicious if they hear the shower too often.”

The young guy nodded.

"We'| | get out tonight," he said. "Can't do it this norning. W're
all on duty at Loder's trial. [1'lIl come by just after dusk, with a
jeep. We'll nmake a run for it in the dark. Head south. Risky, but

we'll nmake it."
"Not without Readier," Holly said.

The young guy shook his head.

"Can't pronmise that,"” he said. "He's in with Borken now. God knows
what's going to happen to him"

"I go, he goes," Holly said.
The young guy | ooked at her, nervously.
"OK," he said. "I'Il try."

He opened the bathroom door and crept out. Holly watched himgo and
turned the shower off. Stared after him

He | ooped north and west and took a | ong route back through the woods,
same way as he had conme. The sentry Fowl er had hidden in the trees
fifteen feet off the main path never saw him But the one he had

hi dden in the backwoods did. He caught a glinpse of a campufl age



uni form hustling through the undergrowth. Spun around fast, but was
too late to make the face. He shrugged and thought hard. Figured he'd
keep it to hinself. Better to ignore it than report he'd failed to
make the actual 1D

So the young man with the scar hurried all the way and was back in his
hut two minutes before he was due to escort his commander down to the
tri bunal hearing.

In the daylight, the courthouse on the southeast corner of the
abandoned town of Yorke | ooked pretty nmuch the same as a hundred others
Reacher had seen all over rural America. Built early in the century.
Big, white, pillared, ornate. Enough square solidity to conmmunicate
its serious purpose, but enough lightness in its details to make it a
handsome structure. He saw a fine cupola floating off the top of the
building, with a fine clock init, probably paid for by a public
subscription held | ong ago anobng a | ong-forgotten generation. Mre or

| ess the same as a hundred others, but the roof was steeper-pitched
than some, and heavier built. He guessed it had to be that way in the
north of Montana. That roof could be carrying a hundred tons of snow
all winter long. But this was the third norning of July, and there was
no snow on the roof. Reacher was warm after walking a mle in the pale
northern sun. Borken had gone ahead separately and Reacher had been
mar ched down through the forest by the same six elite guards. Still in
handcuffs. They marched him straight up the front steps and inside.
The first-floor interior was one |arge space, interrupted by pillars
hol di ng up the second floor, paneled in broad smooth planks sawed from
huge pines. The wood was dark from age and polish, and the panels were
stern and sinple in their design.

Every seat was taken. Every bench was full. The roomwas a sea of
canoufl age green. Men and wonmen. Sitting rigidly upright, rifles
exactly vertical between their knees. Witing expectantly. Sone
children, silent and confused. Reacher was led in front of the crowd,
over to a table in the well of the court. Fow er was waiting there.
Stevie next to him He nodded to a chair. Reacher sat. The guards
stood behind him A minute |ater, the double doors opened and Beau

Bor ken wal ked over to the judge's bench. The old floor creaked beneath
his bul k. Every person in the roomexcept Reacher stood up. Stood to
attention and saluted, as if they were hearing an inaudible cue. Borken
was still in his black uniform wth belt and boots. He had added a

| arge holster to hold his Sig-Sauer. He held a slimleather-bound
book. He came in with six arned nmen in a | oose formation. They took
up station in front of the bench and stood at rigid attention, gazing
forward, |ooking bl ank

The peopl e sat down again. Reacher glanced up at the ceiling and
quartered it with his eyes. Wrked out which was the southeast corner
The doors opened again and the crowd drew breath. Loder was pushed
into the room He was surrounded by six guards. They pushed himto
the tabl e opposite Fow er's. The accused's table. The guards stood
behi nd himand forced himinto the chair with their hands on both his
shoul ders. His face was white with fear and crusted with blood. His
nose was broken and his lips were split. Borken stared across at him
Sat down heavily in the judge's chair and placed his big hands, pal ns
down, on the bench. Looked around the quiet room and spoke.

"We all know why we're here," he said.

Hol Iy coul d sense there was a big crowd in the room bel ow her. She



could feel the faint runble of a body of people holding thensel ves
still and quiet. But she didn't stop working. No reason to believe

her Bureau contact would fail, but she was still going to spend the day
preparing. Just in case.

Her search for a tool had led her to the one she had brought in with
her. Her nmetal crutch. It was a one-inch alum numtube, with an el bow
clip and a handle. The tube was too wide and the netal was too soft to
act as a pry-bar. But she realized that maybe if she pulled the rubber
foot off, the open end of the tube could be nolded into a nmakeshift
wrench. She coul d maybe crush the tube around the shape of the bolts
hol di ng the bed together. Then she could bend the tube at a right
angl e, and maybe use the whole thing like a flinmsy tire iron

But first she had to scrape away the thick paint on the bolts. It was
snmooth and slick, and it welded the bolts to the frane. She used the
edge of the elbowclip to flake the top layers. Then she scraped at
the seams until she saw bright nmetal. Now her idea was to |inp back
and forth fromthe bathroomw th a towl soaked in hot water. She
woul d press the towel hard on the bolts and I et the heat fromthe water
expand the nmetal and crack its grip. Then the soft al um num of the
crutch m ght just prove strong enough to do the job.

"Reckl ess endangernent of the m ssion," Beau Borken said.

H s voice was | ow and hypnotic. The roomwas quiet. The guards in
front of the judge's bench stared forward. The guard at the end was
staring at Reacher. He was the younger guy with the trimed beard and
the scar on his forehead Reacher had seen guardi ng Loder the previous
night. He was staring at Reacher with curiosity.

Borken held up the slimleather-bound volume and swng it slowmy, left
toright, like it was a searchlight and he wanted to bat he the whol e of
the roomwith its bright beam

The Constitution of the United States," he said. "Sadly abused, but
the greatest political tract ever devised by man. The nodel for our
own constitution."

He turned the pages of the book. The rustle of stiff paper was loud in
the quiet room He started reading.

The Bill of Rights," he said. The fifth amendnment specifies no person
shall be held to answer for a capital crine without a grand jury
i ndi ct ment except in cases arising in the mlitia in times of public

danger. It says no person shall be deprived of life or liberty w thout
due process of law. The sixth amendment specifies the accused shal
have the right to a speedy public trial in front of a local jury. It

says the accused has the right to assistance of counsel."
Bor ken stopped again. Looked around the room Held up the book.

This book tells us what to do," he said. "So we need a jury. Doesn't
say how many. | figure three men will do. Vol unteers?"

There was a flurry of hands. Borken pointed randomy here and there
and three nmen wal ked across the pine floor. They stacked their rifles
and filed into the jury box. Borken turned in his seat and spoke to



t hem
"Centlenen," he said. "This is amlitia matter and this is a tine of
public danger. Are we agreed on that?"

The new jurynmen all nodded and Borken turned and | ooked down fromthe
bench toward Loder, alone at his table.

"You had counsel ?" he said.
"You offering nme a | awyer now?" Loder asked.
H s voice was thick and nasal. Borken shook his head.

There are no |l awers here," he said. "Lawyers are what went wong with
the rest of America. W're not going to have | awers here. W don't
want them The Bill of Rights doesn't say anything about |awers. It
says counsel. Counsel neans advice. That's what ny dictionary says.
You had advice? You want any?"

"You got any?" Loder said.

Bor ken nodded and smled a cold sm | e.

"Plead guilty," he said.

Loder just shook his head and dropped his eyes.

"OK," Borken said. "You've had counsel, but you're pleading not
guilty?"

Loder nodded. Borken | ooked down at his book again. Turned back to
t he begi nni ng.

The Decl aration of |Independence,"” he said. "It is the right of the
people to alter or to abolish the old government and to institute new
government in such formas to themshall seemnost likely to effect
their safety and happi ness. "

He stopped and scanned the crowd.

"You all understand what that means?" he said. The old |laws are gone.
Now we have new | aws. New ways of doing things. W' re putting right
two hundred years of m stakes. W' re going back to

where we should have been all along. This is the first trial under a
brand-new system A better system A systemwth a far stronger claim
to legitimacy. W have the right to do it, and what we are doing is
right."

There was a slight murnmur fromthe crowd. Reacher detected no

di sapproval in the sound. They were all hypnotized. Basking in
Borken's bright glow like reptiles in a hot noontime sun. Borken
nodded to Fow er. Fowl er stood up next to Reacher and turned to the
jury box.

"The facts are these," Fow er said. The commander sent Loder out on a
m ssion of great inportance for all our futures. Loder perforned
badly. He was gone for just five days, but he nmade five serious



m st akes. M stakes which could have wecked the whol e venture.
Specifically, he left a trail by burning two vehicles. Then he

m stined two operations and thereby snarled up two civilians. And
finally he allowed Peter Bell to desert. Five serious mnistakes."

Fow er stood there. Reacher stared at him urgently.

"I"'mcalling a witness," Fower said. "Stevie Stewart."

Little Stevie stood up fast and Fow er nodded himacross to the old

wi t ness box, al ongside and bel ow t he judge's bench. Borken | eaned down
and handed hima black book. Reacher couldn't see what book it was,
but it wasn't a Bible. Not unless they had started making Bibles with
swasti kas on the cover.

"You swear to tell the truth here?" Borken asked.

St evi e nodded.

"l do, sir," he said.

He put the book down and turned to Fow er, ready for the first
guesti on.

"The five mstakes | nmentioned?" Fower said. "You see Loder make
t hen?"

St evi e nodded agai n.
"He made them" he said.
"He take responsibility for then?" Fow er asked.

"Sure did," Stevie said. "He played the big boss the whole tinme we
were away."

Fow er nodded Stevie back to the table. The courtroomwas silent.
Borken smled knowingly at the jurynen and gl anced down at Loder.

"Anything to say in your defence?" he asked quietly.

TVENTY- SI X

rm ot " 1S NAME |'S JACK REACHER, " WEBSTER SAI D.

I I "Good call, Ceneral," MGath said. "l guess they remenm. 1.
Abered him"

Johnson nodded.

"Mlitary police keeps good records," he said.

They were still in the conmandeered crew roominside Peterson Air Force
Base. Ten o'clock in the norning, Thursday July third. The fax

machi ne was rolling out a long reply to their inquiry. The face in the
phot ograph had been identified inmediately. The subject's service
record had been pulled straight off the Pentagon conputer and faxed
along with the nane.

"You recall this guy now?" Brogan asked.



"Readi er?" Johnson repeated vaguely. "I don't know. \hat did he
do?"

Webster and the general's aide were crowdi ng the machi ne, reading the
report as the paper spooled out. They twisted it right side up and
wal ked slowWy away to keep it up off the floor

"What did he do?" MG ath asked themurgently.

"Not hi ng, " Webster said.

"Not hi ng?" MG ath repeated. "Wy would they have a record on himif
he didn't do anythi ng?"

"He was one of them" Wbster said. "Mjor Jack Reacher, mlitary police."

The aide was racing through the I ength of paper.

"Silver Star," he said. Two Bronzes, Purple Heart. This is a hell of
a record, sir. This guy was a hero, for God' s sake."

McGrat h opened up his envel ope and pull ed out the original video

pi ctures of the kidnap, black-and-white, un enlarged grainy. He
selected the first picture of Reacher's involvenent. The one catching
himin the act of seizing Holly's crutch and pulling the dry-cl eaning
fromher grasp. He slid the photograph across the table.

"Big hero," he said.

Johnson bent to study the picture. MGath slid over the next. The
one showi ng Reacher gripping Holly's arm keeping her inside the tight
crush of attackers. Johnson picked it up and stared at it. MGath
wasn't sure whether he was staring at Reacher or at his daughter

"He's thirty-seven," the general's aide read al oud. "Mistered out
fourteen nonths ago. West Point, thirteen years' service, big heroics
in Beirut right at the start. Sir, you pinned a Bronze on him ten
years ago. This is an absolutely outstanding record throughout. He's
the only non-Marine in history to win the Wnbl edon."

Webst er | ooked up.

Tenni s?" he said.

The aide smled briefly.

"Not W nbl edon," he said. The Wnbl edon. Marine Sniper School runs a
conpetition, the Wnbl edon Cup. For snipers. Open to anybody, but a
Marine always wins it, except one year Reacher won it."

"So why didn't he serve as a sniper?" MGath asked

The ai de shrugged.

"Beats ne," he said. "Lots of puzzles in this record. Like why did he
| eave the service at all? @iy like this should have nade it all the
way to the top."

Johnson had a picture in each hand and he was staring closely at



t hem
"So why did he | eave?" Brogan asked. "Any trouble?"
The ai de shook his head. Scanned the paper

Nothing in the record,"” he said.” No reason given. W were
sheddi ng

9m nunbers at the tine, but the idea was to cull the no-hopers. A guy
like this shouldn't have been shaken out."

Johnson swapped the phot ographs into the opposite hands, |ike he was
| ooking for a fresh perspective.

"Anybody know himreal well?" M]losevic asked. "Anybody we can talk
to?"
"We can dig up his old commander, | guess," the aide said. "Mght take

us a day to get hold of him™"

"Do it," Webster said. "W need information. Anything at all will
hel p."

Johnson put the photographs down and slid them back to MG at h.

"He nust have turned bad," he said. "Sometines happens. Good nen can
turn bad. |'ve seen it nyself, time to time. It can be a hell of a
probl em"

MG ath reversed the photographs on the shiny table and stared at
t hem

"You' re not kidding," he said.

Johnson | ooked back at him

"Can | keep that picture?" he said. The first one?"

MG at h shook his head.

"No," he said. "You want a picture, 1'll take one myself. You and
your daughter standing together in front of a headstone, this asshole's
name on it."

TVENTY- SEVEN

FOUR MEN WERE DRAGE NG LODER S BODY AVWAY AND THE CROWD was di spersing
quietly. Reacher was left standing on the courthouse steps with his
six guards and Fowl er. Fow er had finally unl ocked the handcuffs.
Reacher was rolling his shoul ders and stretching. He had been cuffed
all night and all norning and he was stiff and sore. H's wists were
marked with red weals where the hard netal had bitten down.

"Cigarette?" Fow er asked.

He was hol ding his pack out. A friendly gesture. Reacher shook his
head.

"I want to see Holly," he said.



Fow er was about to refuse, but then he thought some nore and nodded.

"OK," he said. "Good idea. Take her out for sone exercise. Talk to
her. Ask her how we're treating her. That's sonething you' re sure to
be asked later. It'll be very inportant to them W don't want you

giving them any fal se i npressions.”

Reacher waited at the bottom of the steps. The sun had gone pal e and
watery. Wsps of mist were gathering in the north. But sone of the
sky was still blue and clear. After five mnutes Fow er brought Holly
down. She was wal king slow, with a little staccato

9m rhythm as her good leg alternated with the thunmp of her crutch. She
wal ked t hrough the door and stood at the top of the steps.

"Question for you, Readier," Fow er called down. "How far can you run
in a half-hour with a hundred and twenty pounds on your back?"

Reacher shrugged.

"Not far enough, | guess," he said.

Fow er nodded.

"Right," he said. "Not far enough. |If she's not standing right here
inthirty mnutes, we'll cone |ooking for you. W'Ill give it a
two-mile radius.”

Reacher thought about it and nodded. A half-hour with a hundred and
twenty pounds on his back mght get himnore than two mles. Two niles
was probably pessimistic. But he thought back to the map on Borken's
wal I . Thought about the savage terrain. Were the hell would he run?
He nade a show of checking his watch. Fow er wal ked away, up behind
the ruined office building. The guards slung their weapons over their
shoul ders and stood easy. Holly snmoothed her hair back. Stood face up
to the pale sun.

"Can you wal k for a while?" Reacher asked her

"Slowy," she said

She set off north along the mddle of the deserted street. Reacher
strolled beside her. They waited until they were out of sight. They
gl anced at each other. Then they turned and flung thensel ves toget her
Her crutch toppled to the ground and he lifted her a foot in the air.
She wrapped her arnms around himand buried her face in his neck
"I"mgoing crazy in there," she said.

"I'"ve got bad news," he said.

"What ?" she said.

They had a hel per in Chicago," he said.
She stared up at him

They were only gone five days," he said. That's what Fow er said at
the trial. He said Loder had been gone just five days."



"So?" she said

"So they didn't have tine for surveillance,"” he said. They hadn't been
wat chi ng you. Somebody told them where you were going to be, and when
They had help, Holly."

The color in her face drained away. It was replaced by shock
or w;
"Five days?" she said. "You sure?"

Reacher nodded. Holly went quiet. She was thinking hard.

"So who knew?" he asked her. "Wo knew where you'd be, twelve o'clock
Monday? A roommate? A friend?"

Her eyes were darting left and right. She was racing through the
possibilities.

"Nobody knew, " she sai d.

"Were you ever tailed?" he asked.

She shrugged hel pl essly. Reacher could see she desperately wanted to
say yes, | was tailed. Because he knew to say no was too awful for her
to contenpl at e.

"Were you?" he asked agai n.

"No," she said quietly. "By a bozo |ike one of these? Forget it. I'd
have spotted them And they'd have had to hang around all day outside
the Federal Building, just waiting. W'd have picked themup in a
heart beat . "

"So?" he asked.

"My lunch break was flexible," she said. "It varied, sonmetinmes by a
couple of hours either way. It was never regular."”

"So?" he asked agai n.

She stared at him

"So it was inside help," she said. "Inside the Bureau. Had to be.
Thi nk about it, no other possibility. Sonebody in the office saw ne
| eave and dropped a dine."

He said nothing. Just watched the dismay on her face.

"A nol e inside Chicago," she said. A statement, not a question
"Inside the Bureau. No other possibility. Shit, |I don't believe
it."

Then she snmiled. A brief, bitter snmile

"And we've got a nole inside here," she said. "lronic, right? He

identified hinself to me. Young guy, big scar on his forehead. He's
undercover for the Bureau. He says we've got people in a lot of these



groups. Deep undercover, in case of emergency. He called it in when
they put the dynamite in ny walls.”

He stared back at her.
"You know about the dynanite?" he said.

She grinmaced and nodded.

"No wonder you're going crazy in there," he said.

Then he stared at her in a new panic.

"Who does this undercover guy call in to?" he asked urgently.
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"Qur office in Butte," Holly said. "It's just a satellite office. One

resi dent agent. He communicates by radio. He's got a transmitter

hi dden out in the woods. But he's not using it now He says they're
scanni ng the frequencies."

He shudder ed.

"So how | ong before the Chicago mole blows his cover?" he said.

Hol |y went paler.

"Soon, | guess," she said. "Soon as sonebody figures we were headed
out in this direction. Chicago will be dialing up the conputers and
trawling for any reports comng out of Montana. His stuff will be top

of the dam pile. Christ, Reacher, you've got to get to himfirst.
You' ve got to warn him H s nane is Jackson."

They turned back. Started hurrying south through the ghost town.
"He says he can break nme out," Holly said. "Tonight, by jeep."
Reacher nodded grinly.

"Co with him" he said.

"Not wi thout you," she said.

They' re sending nme anyway," he said. "I'm supposed to be an em ssary.
' m supposed to tell your people it's hopel ess.™

"Are you going to go?" she asked.

He shook his head.

"Not if | can help it," he said. "Not without “;0:+ you."
"You should go," she said. "Don't worry about ne."

He shook his head agai n.

"I amworryi ng about you," he said.

"Just go," she said. "Forget me and get out."



He shrugged. Said not hing.

"CGet out if you get the chance, Reacher," she said. "I nean it."

She | ooked like she neant it. She was glaring at him

"Only if you're gone first," he said finally. "I'msticking around
until you're out of here. I'mdefinitely not |eaving you with these
mani acs. "

"But you can't stick around," she said. "If |I'mgone, they' |l go ape
shit [It'll change everything."

He | ooked at her. Heard Borken say: she's nore than his daughter

"Why, Holly?" he said. "Wiy will it change everything? Wo the hel
are you?"

She didn't answer. d anced away. Fowl er strolled into view, coning
north, snmoking. He walked up to them Stopped right in front of them
Pul | ed his pack.

"Cigarette?" he asked.
Hol |y | ooked at the ground. Reacher shook his head.
"She tell you?" Fow er asked. "All the conforts of hone?"

The guards were standing to attention. They were in a sort of honor
guard on the courthouse steps. Fow er walked Holly to them A guard
took her inside. At the door, she glanced back at Reacher. He nodded
to her. Tried to make it say: see you later, OK? Then she was gone.

"Now for the grand tour," Fow er said. "You stick close to me. Beau's
orders. But you can ask any questions you want, OK?"

Reacher gl anced vaguely at himand nodded. d anced at the six guards
behind him He wal ked down the steps and paused. Looked over at the
flagpole. It was set dead center in the remains of a fine square of
lawn in front of the building. He walked across to it and stood in
Loder's bl ood and | ooked around.

The town of Yorke was pretty much dead. Looked like it had died sone
time ago. And it looked like it had never been nmuch of a place to
begin with. The road cane through north to south, and there had been
four devel oped bl ocks flanking it, two on the east side and two on the
west. The courthouse took up the whol e of the southeastern bl ock and
it faced what mi ght have been sone kind of a county office on the

sout hwestern bl ock. The western side of the street was higher. The
ground sl oped way up. The foundation of the county office building was
about |evel with the second floor of the courthouse. It had started
out the sane type of structure, but it had fallen into ruin, naybe
thirty years before. The paint was peeled and the siding showed
through iron-gray. There was no glass in any wi ndow. The sl oping
knoll surrounding it had returned to nountain scrub. There had been an
ornanental free dead center. It had died a long time ago, and it was
now just a stunp, maybe seven feet high, |ike an execution post.

The northern bl ocks were rows of faded, boarded-up stores. There had



once been tall ornate frontages concealing sinple square
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bui | di ngs, but the decay of the years had |left the frontages the sane
dull brown as the boxy wooden structures behind. The signs above the
doors had faded to nothing. There were no people on the sidewal ks. No
vehicl e noise, no activity, no nothing. The place was a ghost. It

| ooked |i ke an abandoned cowboy town fromthe O d Wst.

This was a mning town," Fow er said. "Lead, nostly, but sone copper
and a couple of seans of good silver for a while. There was a |ot of
nmoney made here, that's for damm sure.”

"So what happened?" Reacher asked.
Fow er shrugged.

"\What happens to any mning place?" he said. "It gets worked out, is
what. Fifty years ago, people were registering clainms in that old
county office like there was no tonorrow, and they were di sputing them
in that old courthouse, and there were sal oons and banks and stores up
and down the street. Then they started coning up with dirt instead of
nmetal and they nmoved on, and this is what got left behind."

Fow er was | ooking around at the dismal view and Reacher was foll ow ng
his gaze. Then he transferred his eyes upward a coupl e of degrees and
took in the giant mountains rearing on the horizon. They were nassive
and indifferent, still streaked with snow on the third of July. M st
hung in the passes and floated through the dense conifers. Fow er
nmoved and Reacher followed himup a track | aunching steeply northwest
behi nd the ruined county office. The guards followed in single file
behind. He realized this was the track he'd stunbled along twice in
the dark the night before. After a hundred yards they were in the
trees. The track wound uphill through the forest. Progress was easier
inthe filtered green daylight. After a nmile of wal king they had made
maybe a half-nile of straight-1ine progress and they came out in the
clearing the white truck had driven into the previous night. There was
a small sentry squad, armed and i muacul ate, standing at attention in
the center of the space. But there was no sign of the white truck. It
had been driven away.

"We call this the Bastion," Fow er said. These were the very first
acres we bought."

In the clear daylight, the place | ooked different. The Bastion was a
big, tidy clearing in the brush, nestled in a nountain bow

91 n three hundred feet above the town itself. There was no nan-nade
perimeter. The perimeter had been supplied a nmllion years ago by the
great glaciers grinding down fromthe pole. The north and the west

si des were nount ai nous, rearing straight up to the high peaks. Reacher
saw snow agai n, packed by the wind into the high north-facing gullies.
If it was there in July it nust be there twelve nmonths of the year

To the southeast the town was just visible below themthrough the gaps
in the trees where the track had been carved out. Reacher could see
the ruined county building and the white courthouse set below it |ike
nodels. Directly south the nmountain slopes fell away into the thick
forest. \Were there were no trees there were savage ravi nes. Reacher



gazed at themquietly. Fow er pointed.
"Hundred feet deep, some of those," he said. "Full of elk and bi ghorn
sheep. And we got black bears roamng. A few of the folk have seen
mountain lions on the prow. You can hear themin the night, when it
gets real quiet."

Reacher nodded and |istened to the stunning silence. Tried to figure
out how much quieter the nights could be. Fow er turned and pointed
here and there.

This is what we built,"” he said. "So far."

Reacher nodded again. The clearing held ten buildings. They were al
large utilitarian wooden structures, built from pl ywood sheet and
cedar, resting on solid concrete piles. There was an electricity
supply into each building froma | oop of heavy cabl e runni ng between
t hem

Tower comes up fromthe town," Fow er said. "A mile of cable. Running
wat er, too, piped down froma pure nountain |ake through plastic
tubing, installed by mlitia Iabor."

Reacher saw the hut he'd been |ocked into nost of the night. It was
smal | er than the others.

"Adm ni stration hut," Fow er said.

One of the huts had a whip antenna on the roof, maybe sixty feet high
Short-wave radio. And Reacher could see a thinner cable, strapped to

the heavy power line. It snaked into the sane hut, and didn't cone out
agai n.
"You guys are on the phone?" he asked. "Unlisted, right?"

He pointed and Fow er followed his gaze.

The phone line?" he said. "Runs up from Yorke with the power cable.
But there's no tel ephone. Wbdrld government would tap our calls.”

He gestured Reacher to follow himover to the hut with the antenna,
where the line termnated. They pushed in together through the narrow
door. Fow er spread his hands in a proud little gesture.

The conmuni cations hut," he said.

The hut was dark and maybe twenty feet by twelve. Two nen inside, one
crouched over a tape recorder, listening to something on headphones,
the other slowy turning the dial of a radio scanner. Both the |ong
sides of the hut had crude wooden desks built into the walls. Reacher
gl anced up at the gable and saw the tel ephone wire running in through a
hole drilled into the wall. 1t coiled down and fed a nbdem The npdem
was wired into a pair of glow ng desktop computers.

The National Mlitia Internet," Fow er said.

A second wire bypassed the desktops and fed a fax machine. It was
whirring away to itself and slowmy rolling a curl of paper out.

The Patriotic Fax Network," Fow er said.



Reacher nodded and wal ked cl oser. The fax machi ne sat on the counter
next to another conputer and a | arge short-wave radio.

This is the shadow nedia," Fow er said. "W depend on all this
equi prent for the truth about what's going on in Anerica. You can't
get the truth any other way."

Reacher took a | ast |ook around and shrugged.
"I'"mhungry," he said. That's the truth about ne. No dinner and no
breakfast. You got some place with coffee?"

Fow er | ooked at himand grinned.

"Sure," he said. "Mess hall serves all day. What do you think we are?
A bunch of savages?"

He di smissed the six guards and gestured again for Reacher to foll ow
him The nmess hall was next to the communi cations hut. It was about
four times the size, twice as long and twice as wde. Qutside it had a
sturdy chimey on the roof, fabricated from bright gal vani zed et al
Inside it was full of rough trestle tables in neat lines, sinple
benches pushed carefully underneath. It snelled of old food and the
dusty snell that |arge comunal spaces al ways have.

There were three wonen working in there. They were cleaning the
tables. They were dressed in olive fatigues, and they all had | ong,

cl ean hair and plain, unadorned faces, red hands and no jewelry. They
paused when Fow er and Reacher wal ked in. They stopped working and
stood together, watching. Reacher recognized one of themfromthe
courtroom She gave hima cautious nod of greeting. Fow er stepped

f or war d.

"Qur guest missed breakfast," he said.

The cauti ous wonman nodded agai n.
"Sure," she said. "What can | get you?"

"Anyt hi ng," Reacher said. "As long as it's got coffee with it."

"Five mnutes," the wonan sai d.

She led the other two away through a door where the kitchen was bunped
out in back. Fow er sat down at a table and Reacher took the bench
opposite.

"Three tines a day, this place gets used for neals,"” Fow er said. The
rest of the time, afternoons and evenings mainly, it gets used as the
central meeting place for the community. Beau gets up on the table and
tells the fol k what needs doing."

"Where is Beau right now?" Reacher asked.
"You'll see himbefore you go," Fowl er said. "Count on it."
Reacher nodded slowy and focused through the small w ndow toward the

mount ai ns. The new angl e gave hima glinpse of a farther range, maybe
fifty mles distant, hanging there in the clear air between the earth



and the sky. The silence was still awesone.
"Where is everybody?' he asked.

"Working," Fowl er said. "Wbrking, and training."
"Wor ki ng?" Reacher said. "W rking at what?"

"Building up the southern perinmeter," Fow er said. The ravines are
shallow in a couple of places. Tanks could get through. You know what
an abatis is?"

Reacher | ooked bl ank. He knew what an abatis was. Any conscientious
West Pointer who coul d read knew what an abatis was. But he wasn't
about to let Fow er know exactly how much he knew about anything. So
he just | ooked bl ank

"You fell sone trees," Fower said. "Every fifth or sixth tree, you
chop it down. You drop it facing away fromthe enemy. The trees round
here, they're nostly wild pines, the branches face upward, right? So
when they're felled, the branches are facing away fromthe eneny. Tank
runs into the chopped end of the tree, tries to push it along. But the
branches snag against the trees you left standing. Pretty soon that
tank is trying to push two or three trees over. Then four or five.
Can't be done. Even a big tank Iike an Abrams can't do it.

Fi ft een- hundred horsepower gas turbine on it, sixty-three tons, it's
going to stall when it's trying to push all those trees over. Even if
they ship the big Russian tanks in against us, it can't be done. That's
an abatis, Reacher. Use the power of nature against them They can't
get through those dam trees, that's for sure. Soviets used it agai nst
Hitler, Kursk, the Second World War. An old conmie trick. Now we're
turning it around agai nst them"

"What about infantry?" Reacher said. "Tanks won't cone al one. They'l
have infantry right there with them They'Il just skip ahead and
dynanmite the trees.”

Fow er gri nned.

"They'll try," he said. Then they'll stop trying. W' ve got machine
gun positions fifty yards north of the abatises. W'Il cut themto
pi eces. "

The cautious woman cane back out of the kitchen carrying a tray. She
put it down on the table in front of Reacher. Eggs, bacon, fried
pot at oes, beans, all on an enamel plate. A netal pint nmug of steam ng
coffee. Cheap flatware.

"Enj oy," she said.

Thank you," Reacher said.

"I don't get coffee?" Fow er said.
The cautious woman pointed to the back

"Hel p yoursel f," she said.

Fow er tried a man-to-nman | ook at Reacher and got up. Reacher kept on
| ooki ng bl ank. Fow er wal ked back to the kitchen and ducked in the



door. The woman watched himgo and laid a hand on Reacher's arm

"I need to talk to you," she whispered. "Find ne after |ights-out,
tonight. 1'Il meet you outside the kitchen door, OK?"
Talk to me now," Reacher whispered back. "I could be gone by then."

"You' ve got to help us," the woman whi spered.
Then Fow er cane back out into the hall and the woman's eyes cl ouded
with terror. She straightened up and hurried away.

There were six bolts through each of the |long tubes in the bed frane.
Two of them secured the mesh panel which held up the mattress. Then
there were two at each end, fixing the long tube to the right-angle
flanges attached to the legs. She had studied the construction for a
long time, and she had spotted an inprovenent. She could |eave one
flange bolted to one end. It would stand out like a rigid right-angled
hook. Better than separating the flange and then jamming it into the
open end. More strength.

But it still left her with six bolts. She would have to take the
flange off the leg. An inprovenent, but not a shortcut. She worked
fast. No reason to believe Jackson would fail, but his odds had just

wor sened. Wbrsened dramatically.

Next to the mess hall were the dormitories. There were four |arge
buil dings, all of theminmacul ate and deserted. Two of them were

desi gnated as barracks for single nen and single wonmen. The other two
wer e subdi vided by plywood partitions. Families lived there, the
adults in pairs in small cubicles behind the partitions, the children
in an open dormtory area. Their beds were three-quarter size iron

cots, lined up in neat rows. There were half-size footl ockers at the
ends of the cots. No drawings on the walls, no toys. The only decor
was a tourist poster fromWshington DC. It was an aerial photograph

taken fromthe north on a sunny spring day, with the Wite House in the
right foreground, the Mall in the mddle and the Capitol end-on to the
left. It was framed in plastic and the tourist nessage had been
covered over with paper and a newtitle had been hand-lettered in its
place. The newtitle read: This Is Your Eneny.

"Where are all the kids right now?" Reacher asked.

"I'n school ," Fowl er said. "Wnter, they use the nmess hall. Sumer,
they're out in the woods."

"What do they learn?" Reacher asked.

Fow er shrugged.

"Stuff they need to know, " he said.

"Who deci des what they need to know?" Reacher asked.
"Beau," Fow er said. "He decides everything."

"So what has he decided they need to know?" Reacher asked.

"He studied it pretty carefully,” Fow er said. "Comes down to the
Bi bl e, the Constitution, history, physical training, woodsman ship



hunti ng, weapons."
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"Wio teaches themall that stuff?" Readier asked.

The wonen, " Fow er replied.

The ki ds happy here?" Reacher asked.

Fow er shrugged agai n.

They're not here to be happy," he said. They're here to survive."

The next hut was enpty, apart from another computer term nal, standing
al one on a desk in a corner. Reacher could see a big keyboard | ock
fastened to it.

"I guess this is our treasury departnent,”" Fowl er said. "Al our funds
are in the Caymans. W need sone, we use that conputer to send it
anywhere we want."

"How much you got?" Reacher asked.
Fow er smiled, |ike a conspirator

"Shitloads," he said. Twenty million in bearer bonds. Less what we've
spent already. But we got plenty left. Don't you worry about us
getting short."

"Stol en?" Reacher asked.
Fow er shook his head and grinned.
"Captured," he said. "Fromthe enenmy. Twenty mllion."

The final two buil dings were storehouses. One stood in line with the
last dornmitory. The other was set sone distance away. Fow er |ed
Reacher into the nearer shed. It was cranmed with supplies. One wall
was lined with huge plastic drunms filled with water

"Beans, bullets and bandages," Fow er said. That's Beau's notto.

Sooner or later we're going to face a siege. That's for damm sure. And
it's pretty obvious the first thing the governnent is going to do,
right? They're going to fire artillery shells armed with plague gerns
into the | ake which feeds our water system So we've stockpiled
drinking water. Twenty-four thousand gallons. That was the first
priority. Then we got canned food, enough for two years. Not enough
if we get a lot of people coming into join us, but it's a good

start."”

The storage shed was crammed. One floor-to-ceiling bay was packed with
clothing. Familiar olive fatigues, canouflage jackets, boots. Al
washed and pressed in sone arny |aundry, packed up and sold off by the
bal e.

"You want sonme?" Fow er asked.

Reacher was about to nmove on, but then he gl anced down at what he was
wearing. He had been wearing it continuously since Monday norning.



Three days solid. It hadn't been the best gear to start with, and it
hadn't inproved with age.

"CK," he said.

The biggest sizes were at the bottomof the pile. Fow er heaved and
shoved and dragged out a pair of pants, a shirt, a jacket. Reacher

i gnored the shiny boots. He liked his own shoes better. He stripped
and dressed hopping fromfoot to foot on the bare wooden floor. He did
up the shirt buttons and shrugged into the jacket. The fit felt good
enough. He didn't look for a mirror. He knew what he | ooked like in
fatigues. He'd spent enough years wearing them

Next to the door, there were nmedical supplies ranged on shelves. Trauma
kits, plasma, antibiotics, bandages. All efficiently laid out for easy
access. Neat piles, with plenty of space between. Borken had clearly
rehearsed his people in rushing around and grabbi ng equi prent and
admi ni stering energency treatnent.

"Beans and bandages," Reacher said. "Wat about the bullets?"

Fow er nodded toward the distant shed.

That's the arnory,"” he said. "I'll show you."

The arnory was bigger than the other storage shed. Huge |ock on the
door. It held nore weaponry than Reacher could renenber seeing in a
long time. Hundreds of rifles and machine guns in neat rows. The
stink of fresh gun oil everywhere. Floor-to-ceiling stacks of ammo
boxes. Fam liar wooden crates of grenades. Shelves full of handguns.
Not hi ng heavi er than an infantryman could carry, but it was still a
hel | of an inpressive sight.

The two bolts securing the mesh base were the easiest. They were
smal l er than the others. The big bolts holding the frame together took
all the strain. The nmesh base just rested in there. The bolts hol ding
it down were not structural. They could have been Il eft out altogether
and the bed woul d have worked just the sane.

She fl aked and scraped the paint back to the bare netal. Heated the
bolt heads with the towel. Then she pulled the rubber tip off her
crutch and bent the end of the alum numtube into an oval. She used
the strength in her fingers to crush the oval tight over the head of
the bolt. Used the handle to turn the whole of the crutch like a giant
socket wench. It slipped off the bolt. She cursed quietly and used
one hand to crush it tighter. Turned her hand and the crutch together
as a unit. The bolt noved.

There was a beaten earth path | eading out north fromthe ring of wooden

buil di ngs. Fow er wal ked Reacher down it. It led to a shooting range.
The range was a long, flat alley painstakingly cleared of trees and
brush. 1t was silent and unoccupied. It was only twenty yards wi de,

but over a half-nmile long. There was matting |laid at one end for the
shooters to lie on and far in the distance Reacher could see the
targets. He set off on a slow stroll toward them They |ooked |ike
standard military-issue plywod cutouts of running, crouching soldiers.
The design dated right back to the Second Wrld War. The crude screen
printing depicted a German infantryman, with a coal -scuttle hel met and
a savage snarl. But as he got closer Reacher could see these
particul ar targets had crude painted additions of their own. They had



new badges daubed on the chests in yellow paint. Each new badge had
three letters. Four targets had: FBI. Four had: aTF.. The targets
wer e staggered backwards over distances ranging fromthree hundred
yards right back to the full eight hundred. The nearer targets were
peppered with bullet holes.

"Everybody has to hit the three-hundred-yard targets," Fow er said.
"It's a requirenent of citizenship here."

Reacher shrugged. Wasn't inpressed. Three hundred yards was no kind
of a big deal. He kept on strolling down the half-nmle. The
four-hundred-yard targets were danaged, the five-hundred-yard boards

| ess so. Reacher counted eighteen hits at six hundred yards, seven at
seven hundred, and just two at the full eight hundred.

"How ol d are these boards?" he asked.

Fow er shrugged.

"A nmonth," he said. "Muybe two. W're working on it."
"You better," Reacher said.

"We don't figure to be shooting at distance,”" Fower replied. "Beau's
guess is the UN forces will come at night. When they think we're
resting up. He figures they m ght succeed in penetrating our perineter
to some degree. Maybe by a half-mle or so. | don't think they will,
but Beau's a cautious guy. And he's the one with all the
responsibility. So our tactics are going to be nighttime outfl anki ng
maneuvers. Encircle the UN penetration in the forest and now it down
with crossfire. Up close and personal, right? That training' s going
pretty well. W can nove fast and quiet in the dark, no lights, no
sound, no problemat all."

Reacher | ooked at the forest and thought about the wall of ammunition
he'd seen. Thought about Borken's boast: inpregnable. Thought about
the problenms an arny faces fighting committed guerrillas in difficult
terrain. Nothing is ever really inpregnable, but the casualties in
taking this place were going to be spectacul ar

This nmorning," Fowl er said. "I hope you weren't upset."

Reacher just |ooked at him

"About Loder, | nean," Fow er said.

Reacher shrugged. Thought to hinmself: it saved me a job of work.

"W need tough discipline," Fower said. "Al new nations go through a
phase like this. Harsh rules, tough discipline. Beau' s made a study

of it. R ght now, it's very inportant. But it can be upsetting, |
guess. "

"It's you shoul d be upset,
Stal i n?"

Reacher said. "You heard of Joseph

Fow er nodded.

"Soviet dictator," he said.



"Right," Reacher said. "He used to do that."

"Do what?" Fow er asked.

"Elimnate potential rivals,"” Reacher said. "On trunped-up charges."
Fow er shook his head.

"The charges were fair," he said. "Loder nade m stakes."
Reacher shrugged.
"Not really,"” he said. "He did a reasonable job."

Fow er | ooked away.

"You'll be next," Reacher said. "You should watch your back. Sooner
or later, you'll find you' ve made sone kind of a m stake."
"W go back a long way," Fow er said. "Beau and ne."

"So did Beau and Loder, right?" Reacher said. "Stevie will be OK
He's no threat. Too dunmb. But you should think about it. You'll be
next."

Fow er made no reply. Just |ooked away again. They wal ked t oget her
back down the grassy half-mle. Took another beaten track north. They
stepped off the path to allow a |long colum of children

to file past. They were marching in pairs, boys and girls together
with a woman in fatigues at the head of the Iine and another at the
tail. The children were dressed in cut-down military surplus gear and
they were carrying tall staffs in their right hands. Their faces were
bl ank and acqui escent. The girls had untrinmed straight hair, and the
boys had rough haircuts done with bow s and blunt shears. Reacher
stood and wat ched them pass. They stared strai ght ahead as they

wal ked. None of themrisked a sideways glance at him

The new path ran uphill through a thin belt of trees and canme out on a
flat area fifty yards long and fifty yards wide. It had been |evel ed
by hand. Discarded field stone had been painted white and laid at
intervals around the edge. It was quiet and deserted.

"Qur parade ground,"” Fow er said sourly.

Reacher nodded and scanned around. To the north and west, the high
mount ains. To the east, thick virgin forest. South, he could see over
the distant town, across belts of trees, to the fractured ravines
beyond. A cold wind Iifted his new jacket and grabbed at his shirt,
and he shivered.

The bigger bolts were nuch harder. Mich nore contact area, netal to
metal. Much nore paint to scrape. Mich nore force required to turn
them The nore force she used, the nmore the crushed end of the crutch
was liable to slip off. She took off her shoe and used it to hamer
the end into shape. She bent and fol ded the soft al um num around the
head of the bolt. Then she clanped it tight with her fingers. d anped
until the slimtendons in her armstood out like ropes and sweat ran
down her face. Then she turned the crutch, holding her breath, waiting



to see which would give first, the grip of her fingers or the grip of
the bolt.

The wi nd grabbing at Reacher's shirt also carried sone faint sounds to
him He glanced at Fow er and turned to face the western edge of the
parade ground. He could hear men noving in the trees. A line of nen,
bursting out of the forest.

They crashed out of the trees, six men line abreast, automatic rifles
at the slope. Canouflage fatigues, beards. The same six guards who
had stood in front of the judge's bench that norning. Borken's
personal detail. Reacher scanned across the line of faces. The
younger guy with the scar was at the left-hand end of the line.

oon

Jackson, the FBI plant. They paused and reset their course. Rushed
across the leveled ground toward Readier. As they approached, Fow er
stood back, |eaving Reacher looking like an isolated target. Five of
the men fanned out into a |loose arc. Five rifles ained at Reacher's
chest. The sixth man stepped up in front of Fowl er. No salute, but

there was a deference in his stance which was nore or |ess the sane

t hi ng.

"Beau wants this guy back," the soldier said. "Sonething rea
urgent."

Fow er nodded.
Take him" he said. "He's beginning to piss me off."

The rifle muzzles jerked Reacher into a rough formation and the six nen
hustl ed him south through the thin belt of trees, noving fast. They
passed through the shooting range and foll owed the beaten earth path
back to the Bastion. They turned west and wal ked past the arnory and
on into the forest toward the command hut. Reacher | engthened his
stride and sped up. Pulled ahead. Let his foot hit a root and went
down heavily on the stones. First guy to himwas Jackson. Reacher saw
the scarred forehead. He grabbed Reacher's arm

"Ml e in Chicago," Reacher breathed.

"On your feet, asshole," Jackson shouted back

"Hide out and run for it tonight," Reacher whispered. "Maxinum care,

ox?"

Jackson glanced at himand replied with a squeeze of his arm Then he
pul I ed hi mup and shoved hi m ahead down the path into the snaller
clearing. Beau Borken was framed in his command hut doorway. He was
dressed in huge baggy canoufl age fatigues, dirty and di shevel ed. Like
he had been working hard. He stared at Reacher as he approached.

"I see we gave you new clothes," he said.

Reacher nodded.

"So |l et me apol ogi ze for nmy own appearance,’
day."

Borken said. "Busy



"Fow er told me," Reacher said. "You've been building abatises."
"Abati ses?" Borken said. "Right."

Then he went quiet. Reacher saw his big white hands, opening and
cl osi ng.

"Your mission is canceled,” Borken said quietly.
"It is?" Reacher said. "Why?"

Bor ken eased his bul k down out of the doorway and stepped cl ose.
Reacher's gaze was fixed on his blazing eyes and he never saw t he bl ow
com ng. Borken hit himin the stomach, a big hard fist on the end of
four hundred pounds of body wei ght Reacher went down like a tree and
Bor ken smashed a foot into his back.

TVENTY- EI GHT

H s NAME i s JACKSON, WEBSTER SAID. "How | ong has he been in there?"
M1 osevic asked. "Nearly a year," Wbster said.

El even o' clock in the norning, Thursday July third, inside Peterson

The section head at Quantico was faxing material over from Andrews down
the air force's own secure fax network as fast as the machines coul d
handle it. M1l osevic and Brogan were pulling it off the machi nes and
passing it to Webster and McGrath for analysis. On the other side of
the tabl e General Johnson and his aide were scanning a map of the

nort hwest corner of Montana.

"You got people undercover in all these groups?" Johnson asked.
Webster shook his head and sm | ed.

"Not all of them" he said. Too many groups, not enough people. |
thi nk we just got lucky."

"I didn't know we had people in this one," Brogan said.

Webster was still smling.
"Lots of things lots of people don't know, " he said. "Safer that way,
ri ght?"

"So what is this Jackson guy sayi ng?" Brogan asked.

"Does he mention Holly?" Johnson asked.

"Does he nmention what the hell this is all about?" M osevic asked.
Webster bl ew out his cheeks and waved his hand at the stack of curling
fax paper. MG ath was busy sifting through it. He was separating the
paper into two piles. One pile for routine stuff, the other pile for
important intelligence. The routine pile was bigger. The inportant
intelligence was sketchy.

"Anal ysis, Mack?" Webster said.

McG at h shrugged.



"Up to a point, pretty nuch normal," he said.

Johnson stared at him

"Normal ?" he said.

Webst er nodded.

This is normal ," he said. "W got these mlitia groups all over the
country, which is why we can't cover themall. Too damm many. Qur

| ast count was way over four hundred groups, all fifty states. Mst of
them are just amateur wackos, but sone of them we consider pretty
serious antigovernnment terrorists.”

Thi s bunch?" Johnson asked.
MG ath | ooked at him

This bunch is totally serious,” he said. "One hundred people, hidden
out in the forest. Very well armed, very well organized, very

sel f-contained. Very well funded, too. Jackson has reported mail
fraud, phony bank drafts, a little | owgrade counterfeiting. Probably
arnmed robbery as well. The feeling is they stole twenty mllion bucks
i n bearer bonds, arnored car heist up in the north of California. And,
of course, they're selling videos and books and manuals to the rest of
t he wackos, mail-order. Big boomindustry right now. And naturally
they decline to pay income tax or license their vehicles or anything

el se that m ght cost them anything."

"Effectively, they control Yorke County," Wbster said.
"How i s that possible?" Johnson asked.

"Because nobody el se does," Webster said. "You ever been up there?
haven't. Jackson says the whol e place is abandoned. Everything pulled
out, a long time ago. He says there's just a couple dozen citizens
still around, spread out over mles of enpty territory, bankrupt
ranchers, leftover mners, old folk. No effective county governnent.
Borken just eased his way in and took it over."

"He's calling it an experinent," MGath said. "A prototype for a
brand- new nation."

Johnson nodded, bl ankly.
"But what about Holly?" he said.

Webst er stacked the paper and laid his hand on it.

"He doesn't nention her," he said. "H s last call was Mnday, the day
she was grabbed up. They were building a prison. W have to assune it

was for her."
"This guy calls in?" Brogan said. "By radio?"
Webst er nodded.

"He's got a transmitter concealed in the forest," he said. "He wanders
of f when he can, calls in. That's why it's all so erratic. He's been



averagi ng one call a week. He's pretty inexperienced and he's been
told to be cautious. W assunme he's under surveillance. Brave new
world up there, that's for dam sure.”

"Can we call hinP" M osevic asked.

"You're kidding," Wbster said. "W just sit and wait."
"Who does he report to?" Brogan asked.

"Resi dent agent at Butte, Mntana," Wbster said.

"So what do we do?" Johnson asked.

Webst er shrugged. The room went quiet.

"Ri ght now, nothing," he said. "W need a position."

The room stayed qui et and Webster just |ooked hard at Johnson. It was
a | ook between one governnment man and another and it said: you know how
it is. Johnson stared back for a long time, expressionless. Then his
head noved through a fractional nod. Just enough to say: for the
nonment, | know how it is.

Johnson' s ai de coughed into the silence.

"We've got missiles north of Yorke," he said. They're noving south
right now, on their way back here. Twenty grunts, a hundred Stingers,
five trucks. They'll be heading straight through Yorke, any tine now.
Can we use then®?"

Brogan shook hi s head.

"Against the law," he said. "MIlitary can't participate in |aw
enforcenent.”

Webster ignored himand gl anced at Johnson and waited. They were his
men, and Holly was his daughter. The answer was better comi ng straight
fromhim There was a silence, and then Johnson shook his head.

99C,
"No," he said. "W need tinme to plan.”

The ai de spread his hands wi de.
"W can plan," he said. "W've got radio contact, ground-to-ground. W
should go for it, General."

"Against the law," Brogan said again.

Johnson made no reply. He was thinking hard. MGath riffed through
the pile of paper and pulled the sheet about the dynamite packing
Holly's prison walls. He held it face down on the shiny table. But
Johnson shook his head agai n.

"No," he said again. "Twenty nmen agai nst a hundred? They're not front
line troops. They're not infantry. And their Stingers won't hel p us.
| assune these terrorists don't have an air force, right? No, we wait.
Bring the missile unit right back here, fastest. No engagenent."



The ai de shrugged and McGrath slipped the dynanmite report back into the
pile. Wbster |ooked around and sl apped both palmnms lightly on the

t abl et op.

"I"mgoing back to DC," he said. "CGot to get a position."

Johnson shrugged his shoul ders. He knew nothing could start w thout a
trip back to DC to get a position. Wbster turned to MG ath.

"You three nove up to Butte," he said. "GCGet settled in the office
there. |If this guy Jackson calls, put himon maxi rumalert."

"W can chopper you up there," the aide said.

"And we need surveillance," Wbster said. "Can you get the air force
to put sone canera planes over Yorke?"

Johnson nodded.

They' Il be there," he said. Twenty-four hours a day. W'Il give you a
live video feed into Butte. A rat farts, you'll see it.”

"No intervention," Webster said. "Not yet."

TVENTY- NI NE

SHE HEARD FOOTSTEPS | N THE CORRI DOR AT THE EXACT MOMENT the sixth bolt
cane free. A light tread. Not Jackson. Not a man treading carefully.
A worman, wal king normally. The steps halted outside her door. There
was a pause. She rested the long tube back on the frane. A key went
into the lock. She pulled the mattress back into place. Dragged the
bl anket over it. Another pause. The door opened.

A woman came into the room She |ooked like all of them | ooked, white,
| ean, long straight hair, strong plain face, no nake-up, no adornment,
red hands. She was carrying a tray, with a white cloth nounded up over
it. No weapon.

"Lunch," she said.

Hol Iy nodded. Her heart was pounding. The wonan was standing there,
the tray in her hands, |ooking around the room staring hard at the new
pi ne wal |l s.

"Where do you want this?" she asked. "On the bed?"

Hol | y shook her head.

"On the floor," she said.

The wonman bent and placed the tray on the floor

"Quess you could use a table," she said. "And a chair."

Hol Iy gl anced down at the flatware and thought: tools.

9.9.7

"You want ne to get themto bring you a chair?" the woman asked.



"No," Holly said.

"Well, | could use one," the wonan said. "l've got to wait and watch
you eat. Make sure you don't steal the silverware."

Hol | y nodded vaguely and circled around the wonan. d anced at the open
door. The woman foll owed her gaze and grinned.

"Nowhere to run," she said. "W're a long way from anywhere, and
there's some difficult terrain in the way. North, you'd reach Canada
in a couple of weeks, if you found enough roots and berries and bugs to
eat. West, you'd have to swmthe river. East, you'd get lost in the
forest or eaten by a bear, and even if you didn't, you're still a nmonth
away from Montana. South, we'd shoot you. The border is crawing with
guards. You wouldn't stand a chance."

The road is bl ocked?" Holly asked.

The woman smil ed.

"W blew the bridge," she said. There is no road, not anynore."

"When?" Holly asked her. "W drove in."

"Just now," the woman said. "You didn't hear it? | guess you
woul dn't, not with these walls."

"So how does Readi er get sent out?" Holly asked. "He's supposed to be
carrying some sort of a nessage.”

The woman snil ed again.

That plan has changed," she said. "M ssion canceled. He's not
goi ng. "

"Why not?" Holly asked.

The woman | ooked straight at her.

"We found out what happened to Peter Bell," she said.

Hol |y went quiet.

"Readier killed him" the wonman said. "Suffocated him In North
Dakota. We were just inforned. But | expect you know all about it,

ri ght?"

Holly stared at her. She thought: Reacher's in big trouble. She saw
hi m handcuffed and al one somewhere.

"How did you find out?" she asked quietly.

The woman shrugged.

"We have a lot of friends," she said.

Hol Iy kept on staring at her. She thought: the nole. They know we

were in North Dakota. Takes a map and a ruler to figure out where we
are now. She saw conputer keyboards clicking and Jackson's nane



scrolling up on a dozen screens.
"What's going to happen to Readi er?" she asked.

"Alife for alife," the woman said. That's the rule here. Sane for
your friend Reacher as for anybody else."

"But what's going to happen to hinm?" Holly asked agai n.
The woman | aughed.

"Doesn't take rmuch imagination," she said. "O maybe it does. | don't
expect it's going to be anything real sinple.”

Hol | y shook her head.
"It was self-defense," she said. The guy was trying to rape ne."
The woman | ooked at her, scornfully.

"So how is that self-defense?" she said. "Wasn't trying to rape him
was he? And you were probably asking for it, anyhow "

"What ?" Holly said.

"Shaki ng your tail at hinP" the woman said. "W know all about snart
little city bitches like you. Poor old Peter never stood a chance."

Holly just stared at her. Then she glanced at the door

"Where is Reacher now?" she asked.

"No idea," the woman said. "Chained to a tree somewhere, | guess."
Then she grinned.

"But | know where he's going," she said. The parade ground. That's
where they usually do that sort of stuff. W're all ordered up there
to watch the fun."

Holly stared at her. Then she swallowed. Then she nodded.

"WIl you help ne with this bed?" she asked. "Sonething wong with
it."

The wonman paused. Then she foll owed her over

"What's wong with it?" she asked.

Hol Iy pull ed the bl anket back and heaved the mattress onto the fl oor
The bolts seema little | oose," she said.

"Where?" the wonan said

"Here," Holly said.

She used both hands on the long tube. \Wipped it upward and spun and

smashed it like a blunt spear into the side of the woman's head. The
flange hit her like a netal fist. Skin tore and a neat rectangle of



bone punched deep into her brain and she bounced off the mattress and
was dead before she hit the floor. Holly stepped carefully over the
tray of lunch and linped calmy toward the open door

THI RTY

HARLAND WEBSTER GOT BACK TO THE HOOVER BUI LDI NG FROM Col orado at three
o' cl ock Thursday afternoon, East Coast time. He went straight to his
of fice suite and checked his messages. Then he buzzed his secretary.

"Car," he said.

He went down in his private elevator to the garage and met his driver.
They wal ked over to the |inpusine and got in.

"White House," Wbster said.
"You seeing the president, sir?" the driver asked, surprised.

Webster scowl ed forward at the back of the guy's head. He wasn't
seeing the president. He didn't see the president very often. He
didn't need rem nding of that, especially not by a damm driver soundi ng
all surprised that there even was such a possibility.

"Attorney general,"
now. "

he said. "Wite House is where she is right

H s driver nodded silently. Cursed hinself for opening his big nmouth.
Drove on snoothly and unobtrusively. The distance between the Hoover
Bui | di ng and the Wite House was exactly sixteen hundred yards. Less
than a mle. Not even far enough to click over the little nunber in

t he speedonmeter on the linousine's dash. It would have been quicker to
wal k.  And cheaper. Firing up the cold V8 and hauling all that

bul | et proof plating sixteen hundred yards really ate up the gas. But
the director couldn't wal k anywhere. Theory was he'd get assassi nated.
Fact was there were probably about eight people in the city who woul d
recogni ze him Just another DC guy in a gray suit and a quiet tie.
Anonynous. Anot her reason ol d Webster was never in the best of
tempers, his driver thought.

Webst er knew the attorney general pretty well. She was his boss but
his famliarity with her did not come fromtheir face-to-face neetings.
It canme instead fromthe background checks the Bureau had run prior to
her confirmation. Webster probably knew nore about her than anybody

el se on earth did. Her parents and friends and ex-col |l eagues all knew
their own separate perspectives. Wbster had put all of those together
and he knew the whole picture. Her Bureau file took up as much di sk
space as a short novel. Nothing at all in the file nade himdislike
her. She had been a |awer, faintly radical at the start of her
career, built up a decent practice, grabbed a judgeship, never annoyed
t he | aw enforcenment community, w thout ever becoming a rabid

foam ng-at-the-nmouth pain in the ass. An ideal appointnent, sailed

t hrough her confirmation with no problemat all. Since then she had
proved to be a good boss and a great ally. Her name was Ruth Rosen and
the only problem Wbster had with her was that she was twelve years
younger than him very good | ooking, and a whole [ ot nore fanmpus than
he was.

H s appoi ntnent was for four o' clock. He found Rosen alone in a small
room two floors and eight Secret Service agents away fromthe Oval



Ofice. She greeted himwith a strained snile and an urgent
i nclination of her el egant head.

"Hol | y?" she asked.

He nodded. He gave her the spread, top to bottom She listened hard
and ended up pale, with her lips clanped tight.

"We totally sure this is where she is?" she asked.
He nodded agai n.

"Sure as we can be," he said.

"OK," she said. "Wait there, will you?"

She left the small room \Webster waited. Ten mnutes, then twenty,
then a half-hour. He paced. He gazed out of the window. He opened

t he door and gl anced out into the corridor. A secret serviceman

gl anced back at him Took a pace forward. Webster shook his head in
answer to the question the guy hadn't asked and cl osed the door again.
Just sat down and waited.

Rut h Rosen was gone an hour. She canme back in and cl osed the door

Then she just stood there, a yard inside the small room pale,
breat hi ng hard, sone kind of shock on her face. She said nothing. Just
let it dawn on himthat there was sone kind of a big problem

happeni ng.

"What ?" he asked.

"I"'mout of the loop on this," she said.
"What ?" he asked agai n.
"They took me out of the loop," she said. "M reactions were w ong.

Dexter is handling it fromhere."

"Dexter?" he repeated. Dexter was the president's Wite House chi ef
of staff. A political fixer fromthe old school. As hard as a nail,
and half as sentinmental. But he was the main reason the president was
sitting there in the OQval Ofice with a big magjority of the popul ar

vot e.

"I"'mvery sorry, Harland," Ruth Rosen said. "He'll be here in a
m nute. "

He nodded sourly and she went back out the door and left himto wait
agai n.

The rel ati onship between the rest of the FBI and the Field Ofice in
Butte, Montana, is simlar to the relationship between Mscow and

Si beria, proverbially speaking. |It's a standard Bureau joke. Screw
up, the joke goes, and you'll be working out of Butte tonorrow. Like
some kind of an internal exile. Like KGB foul-ups were supposedly sent
out to wite parking tickets in Siberia.

But on that Thursday July third, the Field Ofice in Butte felt |ike
the center of the universe for MG ath and M| osevic and Brogan. It
felt like the nost desirable posting in the world. None of the three



had ever been there before. Not on business, not on vacation. None of
t hem woul d have ever considered going there. But now they were peering
out of the air force helicopter Iike kids on their way to the Magic

Ki ngdom They were | ooking at the | andscape bel ow and swiveling their
gaze northwest toward where they knew Yorke County was hi ding under the
di stant hazy m st.

The resident agent at Butte was a conpetent Bureau veteran stil

reeling after a personal call from Harland Webster direct fromthe
Hoover Building. His instructions were to drive the three Chicago
agents to his office, brief themon the way, get theminstalled, rent
them a couple of jeeps, and then get the hell out and stay the hell out
until further notice. So he was waiting at the Silver Bow County
Airport when the dirty black air force chopper clattered in. He piled
the agents into his government Buick and bl asted back north to town.

"Di stances are big around here," he said to MG ath. "Don't ever
forget that. W're still two hundred forty mles shy of Yorke. On our
roads, that's four hours, absolute minimum M, |1'd get sonme nobile

units and nove up a lot closer. Basing yourselves down here won't help
you much, not if things start to turn bad up there."

MG at h nodded.

"You hear from Jackson agai n?" he asked.

"Not since Monday," the resident agent said. The dynanite thing."
"Next time he calls, he speaks to ne, K?" MGath said

The Butte guy nodded. Fished one-handed in his pocket while he drove.
Pulled out a small radio receiver. MGath took it fromhim Put it
into his own pocket.

"Be ny guest,"” the Butte guy said. "I'mon vacation. Wbster's
orders. But don't hold your breath. Jackson doesn't call often. He's
very cautious."

The Field Ofice was just a single room second floor of a two-floor
muni ci pal building. A desk, two chairs, a conputer, a big nmap of
Montana on the wall, a lot of filing space, and a ringing tel ephone.
MG ath answered it. He listened and grunted. Hung up and waited for
the resident agent to take the hint.

"OK, I'mgone," the old guy said. "Silver Bow Jeep will bring you a
coupl e of vehicles over. Anything else you guys need?"

"Privacy," Brogan said.
The ol d guy nodded and gl anced around his office. Then he was gone.

"Air force has put a couple of spy planes up there,”" MG ath said
"Satellite gear is comng in by road. The general and his aide are
com ng here. Looks like they're going to be our guests for the
duration. Can't really argue with that, right?"

M | osevic was studying the map on the wall

"Wuldn't want to argue with that," he said. "W're going to need sone
favors. You guys ever seen a worse-|ooking place?"



McGrath and Brogan joined himin front of the map. Ml osevic's finger
was pl anted on Yorke. Ferocious green and brown terrain boiled al
around it.

"Four thousand square miles," MIlosevic said. "One road and one

track."

"They chose a good spot," Brogan said.

"I spoke with the president," Dexter said.

He sat back and paused. Webster stared at him \Wat the hell else
woul d he have been doing? Pruning the Rose Garden? Dexter was staring
back. He was a small guy, burned up, dark, tw sted, the way a person
gets to | ook after spending every mnute of every day figuring every
possi bl e angl e.

"And?" Webster said.

There are sixty-six million gun-owners in this country," Dexter said.

"So?" \Webster asked.

"Qur analysts think they all share certain basic sympathies," Dexter
sai d.

"What anal ysts?" Webster said. "What synpathies?"

There was a poll," Dexter said. "Did we send you a copy? One adult in
five would be willing to take up arnms against the governnent, if
strictly necessary."

"So?" \Webster asked again.

There was another poll," Dexter said. "A sinple question, to be
answered intuitively, fromthe gut. Wo's in the right, the government
or the mlitias?"

"And?" Webster said.

Twelve mllion Anmericans sided with the nmilitias," Dexter said.

Webster stared at him Wited for the nessage.

"So," Dexter said. "Sonewhere between twelve and sixty-six mllion
voters."

"What about thenP" Webster asked.

"And where are they?" Dexter asked back. "You won't find many of them
in DC or New York or Boston or LA. It's a skewed sanple. Sone pl aces
they're a tiny mnority. They look |ike weirdos. But other places
they're a mpjority. Oher places they' re absolutely nornmal,

Har | and. "

"So?" he said

"Some places they control counties," Dexter said. "Even states."



Webster stared at him

"CGod's sake, Dexter, this isn't politics," he said. This is Holly."
Dext er paused and gl anced around the snall White House room It was
painted a subtle off-white. It had been painted and repainted that
same subtle color every few years, while presidents came and went. He
smiled a connoi sseur's snile.

"Unfortunately, everything' s politics," he said.

"This is Holly," Wbster said again.

Dext er shook his head. Just a slight novenent.
This is enotion,"” he said. Think about innocent little enobtiona
words, like patriot, resistance, crush, underground, struggle,
oppression, individual, distrust, rebel, revolt, revolution, rights.
There's a certain mpjesty to those words, don't you think? In an
Anerican cont ext?"

Webst er shook his head doggedly.

"Not hi ng maj estic about ki dnaping wonen," he said. "Nothing majestic
about illegal weapons, illegal armes, stolen dynanmite. This isn't
politics."

Dext er shook his head again. The sane slight novenent.
Thi ngs have a way of becomi ng politics," he said. Think about Ruby

Ri dge. Thi nk about Waco, Harland. That wasn't politics, right? But
it becanme politics pretty damm soon. W hurt ourselves with maybe

Sixty-six mllion voters there. And we were real dunb about it. Big
reactions are what these people want. They figure that harsh reprisals
wi || upset people, bring nore people into their fold. And we gave them

big reactions. W fueled their fire. W made it look like big
government was just about itching to crush the little guy."

The room went sil ent.

The polls say we need a better approach," Dexter said. "And we're
trying to find one. W're trying real hard. So how would it look if
the White House stopped trying just because it happens to be Holly
who's involved? And right now? The fourth of July weekend? Don't you
under stand anyt hing? Think about it, Harland. Think about the
reaction. Think about words |ike vindictive, self-interested, revenge,
personal, words like that,

Harl and. Thi nk about what words |ike those are going to do to our pol
nunmbers. "

Webster stared at him The off-white walls crushed in on him

This is about Holly, for God's sake," he said. This is not about pol
nunbers. And what about the general? Has the president said all this
to hin?"

Dext er shook his head.

"I"'ve said it all to him" he said. "Personally. A dozen tines. He's



been calling every hour, on the hour."

Webst er thought: now the president won't even take Johnson's calls
anynore. Dexter has really fixed him

"And?" he asked.

Dext er shrugged.
"I think he understands the principle," he said. "But, naturally, his
judgrment is kind of colored right now He's not a happy man."

Webster |apsed into silence. Started thinking hard. He was a smart
enough bureaucrat to know if you can't beat them you join them You
force yourself to think like they think

"But busting her out could do you good," he said. "A lot of good. It
woul d | ook tough, decisive, |oyal, no-nonsense. Could be advantageous.
In the polls.™

Dext er nodded.

"I totally agree with you," he said. "But it's a ganble, right? A
real big gamble. A quick victory is good, a foul-up is a disaster. A
big ganmble, with big poll nunbers at stake. And right now, |'m
doubting if you can get the quick victory. Right now, you're

hal f-cocked. So right now ny noney would be on the foul -up.”

Webster stared at him

"Hey, no offense, Harland," Dexter said. "lI'mpaid to think Iike this,
ri ght?"
"So what the hell are you saying here?" Wbster asked him "I need to

nove t he hostage rescue teaminto place right now "
"No, " Dexter said.

"No?" Webster repeated incredul ously.

Dext er shook his head.

"Perm ssion denied," he said. "For the tine being."
Webster just stared at him

"I need a position," he said.

The room stayed silent. Then Dexter spoke to a spot on the off-white

wall, a yard to the left of Wbster's chair.

"You remain in personal conmand of the situation,” he said. "Holiday
weekend starts tomorrow. Come talk to nme Monday. |If there's still a
probl em"

There's a probl em now, " Wbster said. "And I'mtalking to you now. "

Dext er shook his head agai n.

"No, you're not," he said. "W didn't neet today and | didn't speak



with the president today. W didn't know anything about it today. Tel
us all about it on Monday, Harland, if there's still a problem"

Webster just sat there. He was a smart enough guy, but right then he
couldn't figure if he was being handed the deal of a lifetinme or a
suicide pill.

Johnson and his aide arrived in Butte an hour later. They canme in the
same way, air force helicopter fromPeterson up to the Silver Bow
County Airport. MIlosevic took an air-to-ground call as they were on
approach and went out to meet themin a two-year-old G and Cherokee
supplied by the local deal ership. Nobody spoke on the short ride back
to town. MIlosevic just drove and the two military nen bent over
charts and maps froma |l arge | eather case the aide was carrying. They
passed them back and forth and nodded, as if further comment was
unnecessary.

The upstairs roomin the nunicipal building was suddenly crowded. Five
men, two chairs. The only w ndow faced sout heast over the street. The
wrong direction. The five nen were instinctively glancing at the bl ank
wal | opposite. Through that wall was Holly, two hundred and forty
mles away.

"We're going to have to nmove up there," General Johnson said.

Hi s ai de nodded.
"No good staying here," he said.

MG ath had made a decision. He had prom sed hinself he woul dn't fight
turf wars with these guys. His agent was Johnson's daughter. He
understood the old guy's feelings. He wasn't going to squander tine
and energy proving who was boss. And he needed the old guy's help,

"W need to share facilities," he said. "Just for the time being."
There was a short silence. The general nodded slowy. He knew enough
about Washington to decode those five words with a fair degree of
accuracy.

"I don't have many facilities available," he said in turn. "It's the
hol i day weekend. Exactly seventy-five per cent of the US arny is on
| eave. "

Silence. MGath's turn to do the decodi ng and the sl ow noddi ng
"No authorization to cancel |eave?" he asked.
The general shook his head.

"I just spoke with Dexter," he said. "And Dexter just spoke with the
president. Feeling was this thing is on hold until Monday."

The crowded roomwent silent. The guy's daughter was in trouble, and
the Wiite House fixer was playing politics.

"Webster got the sanme story," McGath said. "Can't even bring the
host age rescue team up here yet. Tinme being, we're on our own, the
three of us."



The general nodded to McGrath. It was a personal gesture, individua
to individual, and it said: we've |leveled with each other, and we both
know what humiliation that cost us, and we both know we appreciate

it.

"But there's no harmin being prepared,” the general said. "Like the
little guy suspects, the mlitary is confortable with secret nmaneuvers.
I"'mcalling in a few private favors that M. Dexter need never know
about . "

The silence in the roomeased. MGath | ooked a question at him

There's a nmobil e command post already on its way," the general said.

He took a large chart fromhis aide and spread it out on the desk.
"We're going to rendezvous right here," he said.

He had his finger on a spot northwest of the last habitation in Mntana
short of Yorke. It was a wide curve on the road |eading into the
county, about six niles shy of the bridge over the ravine.

The satellite trucks are heading straight there," he said. "I figure
we nove in, set up the conmand post, and seal off the road behind
us."

MG ath stood still, |ooking dowmn at the map. He knew that

to agree was to hand over total control to the mlitary. He knew that
to disagree was to play petty games with his agent and this nman's
daughter. Then he saw that the general's finger was resting a

hal f-i nch south of a nuch better location. A little farther north, the
road narrowed dramatically. It straightened to give a clear view north
and south. The terrain tightened. A better site for a roadblock. A
better site for a command post. He was amazed that the general hadn't
spotted it. Then he was flooded with gratitude. The general had
spotted it. But he was leaving roomfor McGath to point it out. He
was | eaving room for give-and-take. He didn't want total control

"I would prefer this place," MG ath said.

He tapped the northerly location with a pencil. The general pretended
to study it. H s aide pretended to be inpressed

"Good thinking," the general said. "W'Il revise the rendezvous."

MG ath smled. He knew damm well the trucks were already headi ng for
t hat exact spot. Probably already there. The general grinned back
The ritual dance was conpl et ed.

"What can the spy planes show us?" Brogan asked.

"Everything," the general's aide said. "Wiit until you see the
pi ctures. The caneras on those babies are unbelievable."

"I don't like it," McGath said. "It's going to make them nervous."
The ai de shook his head.

"They won't even know they're there," he said. "W're using two of



them flying straight lines, east to west and west to east. They're
thirty-seven thousand feet up. Nobody on the ground is even going to
be aware of them"

"That's seven miles up," Brogan said. "How can they see anything from
that sort of height?"
"Good cameras," the aide said. "Seven nmiles is nothing. They' |l show

you a cigarette pack lying on the sidewal k fromseven mles. The whole
thing is automatic. The guys up there hit a button and the canera
tracks whatever it's supposed to track. Just keeps pointing at the
spot on the ground you chose, transmitting high-quality video by
satellite, then you turn around and cone back, and the canera sw vels
around and does it all again."

"Undet ect abl e?" MG ath asked.
"They look like airliners," the aide said. "You |look up and you see a
tiny little vapor trail and you think it's TWA on the way sonewhere.
You don't think it's the air force checking whether you polished your
shoes this norning, right?"

"Seven mles, you'll see the hairs on their heads," Johnson said. "Wat
do you think we spent all those defense dollars on? Crop dusters?”

MG ath nodded. He felt naked. Tine being, he had nothing to offer
except a couple of rental jeeps, two years old, waiting at the
si dewal k.

"We're getting a profile on this Borken guy," he said. "Shrinks at
Quantico are working it up now "

"We found Jack Reacher's old CO " Johnson said. "He's doing desk duty
in the Pentagon. He'll join us, give us the spread.™

MG at h nodded.
"Forewarned is forearned," he said.

The tel ephone rang. Johnson's aide picked it up. He was the
near est .

"When are we | eaving?" Brogan asked.

McG ath noticed he had asked Johnson direct.
"Ri ght now, | guess," Johnson said. The air force will fly us up
there. Saves six hours on the road, right?"

The ai de hung up the phone. He |ooked Iike he'd been kicked in the
gut .

The mssile unit," he said. "W lost radio contact, north of Yorke."

THI RTY- ONE

HOLLY PAUSED I N THE CORRI DOR. SM LED. THE WOVAN HAD LEFT her weapon
propped agai nst the wall outside the door. That had been the del ay.
She had used the key, put the tray on the floor, unslung her weapon
propped it against the wall and picked up the tray agai n before nudgi ng



open the door.

She swapped the iron tube for the gun. Not a weapon she had used
before. Not one she wanted to use now. It was a tiny submachi ne gun
An Ingram MAC 10. Obsolete military issue. Cbsolete for a reason
Hol ly's class at Quantico had | aughed about it. They called it the
phone booth gun. It was so inaccurate you had to be in a phone booth
with your guy to be sure of hitting him A grimjoke. And it fired
way too quickly. A thousand rounds per minute. One touch on the
trigger and the magazi ne was enpty.

But it was a better weapon than part of an old iron bed frane. She
checked the nmagazine. It was full, thirty shells. The chanber was
clean. She clicked the trigger and watched the nechani sm nove. The
gun worked as well as it was ever going to. She smacked the magazine
back into position. Straightened the canvas strap and slung it tight
over her shoulder. dicked the cocking handle to the fire position and
cl osed her hand around the grip. Took a firmhold on her crutch and
eased to the top of the stairs.

She stood still and waited. Listened hard. No sound. She went down
the stairs, slowy, a step at a time, the Ingramout in front of her
At the bottom she waited and |istened again. No sound. She crossed
the | obby and arrived at the doors. Eased them open and | ooked
out si de.

The street was deserted. But it was wide. It |ooked like a huge city
boul evard to her. To reach safety on the other side was going to take
her mnutes. Mnutes out there in the open, exposed to the nountain
sl opes above. She estimated the distance. Breathed hard and gri pped
her crutch. Jabbed the Ingramforward. Breathed hard again and t ook
off at a lurching run, jamr ng the crutch down, |eaping ahead with her
good |l eg, swinging the gun left and right to cover both approaches.

She threw herself at the mound in front of the ruined county office.
Scrabbl ed north around behind it and fought through grabbing
undergrowth. Entered the forest parallel to the main track, but thirty
yards fromit. Leaned on a tree and bent double, gasping with exertion
and fear and exhilaration

This was the real thing. This was what the whole of her life had Ied
her to. She could hear her father's war stories in her head. The
jungles of Vietnam The breathless fear of being hunted in the green
undergrowt h. The triunmph of each safe step, of each yard gained. She
saw t he faces of the tough quiet nen she had known on the bases as a
child. The instructors at Quantico. She felt the di sappoi ntnent of
her posting to a safe desk in Chicago. All the training wasted,
because of who she was. Now it was different. She straightened up
Took a deep breath. Then another. She felt her genes boiling through
her. Before, they'd felt like resented intruders. Now they felt warm
and whol e and good. Her father's daughter? You bet your ass.

Reacher was cuffed around the trunk of a hundred-foot pine. He had
been dragged down the narrow track to the Bastion. Burning with fury.
One punch and one kick was nore than he had yiel ded since his early
chil dhood. The rage was burying the pain. And blurring his nmind. A
life for alife, the fat bastard had said. Reacher had tw sted on the
floor and the words had nmeant nothing to him

But they meant sonething now They had cone back to him as he stood



there. Men and wonmen had strolled up to himand smled. Their smles
had been the sort of smiles he had seen before, |ong ago.

The smiles of bored children living on an isol ated base sonmewhere,
after they had been told the circus was com ng to town.

She thought hard. She had to guess where he was. And she had to guess
where the parade ground was. She had to get herself hal fway between

t hose two unknown | ocations and set up an anmbush. She knew the ground
sl oped steeply up to the clearing with the huts. She remenbered being

brought downhill to the courthouse. She guessed the parade ground had
to be a large flat area. Therefore it had to be further uphill, to the
nort hwest, where the ground |leveled out in the nmountain bow. Sone

di stance beyond the huts. She set off uphill through the trees.

She tried to figure out where the main path was running. Every few
yards she stopped and peered south, turning left and right to catch a
glinpse of the gaps in the forest canopy where the trees had been
cleared. That way, she could deduce the direction of the track. She
kept herself parallel to it, thirty or forty yards away to the north,
and fought through the tough whippy stens grow ng sideways fromthe
trunks. It was all uphill, steep, and it was hard work. She used her
crutch like a boatnman uses a pole, planting it securely in the soil and
thrusting herself upward against it.

In a way, her knee helped her. It nade her clinmb slowy and carefully.
It nade her quiet. And she knew how to do this. Fromold Vietnam
stories, not from Quantico. The Acadeny had concentrated on urban
situations. The Bureau had taught her how to stalk through a city
street or a darkened building. Howto stalk through a forest canme from
an earlier layer of menory.

Sone people strolled up and strolled away, but some of them stayed.
After a quarter-hour, there was a small crowd of naybe fifteen or

si xteen people, nostly nmen, standing ainmessly in a wide semicircle
around him They kept their distance, |ike rubber neckers at a car
wreck, behind an invisible police line. They stared at him silently,
not much in their faces. He stared back. He let his gaze rest on each
one in turn, several seconds at a tine. He kept his arns hitched as
hi gh behind himas he could manage. He wanted to keep his feet free
for action, in case any of themfelt like starting the showa little
early.

9. M

She snelled the first sentry before she saw him He was noving upw nd
toward her, snoking. The odor of the cigarette and the unwashed
uniformdrifted down to her and she pulled silently to her right. She
| ooped a wide circle around himand waited. He wal ked on down the hil
and was gone.

The second sentry heard her. She sensed it. Sensed hi m stopping and

listening. She stood still. Thought hard. She didn't want to use the
Ingram It was too inaccurate. She was certain to mss withit. And
the noise would be fatal. So she bent down and scratched up two small

stones. An old jungle trick she had been told about as a child. She
tossed the first stone twenty feet to her left. Wiited. Tossed the
second thirty feet. She heard the sentry figure something was noving
slowy away to the left. Heard himdrift in that direction. She
drifted right. A wde circle, and onward, up the endless hill.



Fow er shoul dered through the small senicircle of onlookers. Stepped
up face to face with him Stared hard at him Then six guards were
com ng through the cromd. Five of themhad rifles |eveled and the
sixth had a Iength of chain in his hand. Fow er stood aside and the
five rifles jammed hard into Reacher's gut. He glanced down at them
The safety catches were off and they were all set to automatic fire.

Time to go," Fow er said.

He vani shed behind the sturdy trunk and Reacher felt the cuffs cone
off. He leaned forward off the tree and the nuzzles tracked back
followi ng the notion. Then the cuffs went back on, with the chain

| ooped into them Fowl er gripped the chain and Reacher was dragged

t hrough the Bastion, facing the five guards. They were all wal ki ng
backward, their rifles leveled a foot fromhis head. People were |ined
into a tight cordon. He was dragged between them The peopl e hissed
and nuttered at himas he passed. Then they broke ranks and ran ahead
of him up toward the parade ground.

The third sentry caught her. Her knee let her down. She had to scale
a high rocky crag, and because of her leg, she had to do it backwards.
She sat on the rock like it was a chair and used her good | eg and the
crutch to push herself upward, a foot at a tinme. She reached the top
and rol |l ed over on her back on the ground,

gasping fromthe effort, and then she squirmed upright and stood,
face-to-face with the sentry.

For a split second she was bl ank with surprise and shock. He wasn't.
He had stood at the top of the bluff and watched every inch of her
agoni zi ng progress. So he wasn't surprised. But he was slow. An
opponent like Holly, he should have been qui ck. He should have been
ready. Her reaction clicked in before he could get started. Basic
training took over. It came w thout thinking. She balled her fist and
threw a fast, |ow uppercut. Caught himsquare in the groin. He fol ded
forward and down and she wapped her left armaround his throat and
crunched himin the back of his neck with her right forearm She felt
his vertebrae smash and his body go slack. Then she clanped her pal s
over his ears and tw sted his head around savagely, one way and then
the other. His spinal cord severed and she turned himand dropped him
over the crag. He thunped and crashed his way down over the rocks,
dead linbs flailing. Then she cursed and swore bitterly. Because she
shoul d have taken his rifle. It was worth a dozen Ingrams. But there
was no way she was going to clinmb all the way down to get it. Cinbing
back up again woul d delay her too |ong.

The parade ground was full of people. Al standing in neat ranks.
Reacher guessed there were maybe a hundred people there. Men and
worren. Al in uniform Al armed. Their weapons forned a form dabl e
array of firepower. Each person had either a fully automatic rifle or
a machi ne gun slung over their left shoulder. Each person had an
automatic pistol on their belt. They all had ammunition pouches and
grenades hung regulation style fromloops on their webbing. Mny of

t hem had smeared ni ght-canoufl age on their faces.

Their uniforns were adapted from US arny surplus. Camoufl age jackets,

canouf | age pants, jungle boots, forage caps. Same stuff as Reacher had
seen piled up in the storehouse. But each uniform had additions. Each
jacket had an i mmacul ate shoul der flash, woven in maroon silk, spelling



out Montana Mlitia in an el egant curve. FEach jacket had the wearer's
nane stenciled onto olive tape and sewn above the breast pocket. Sone
of the nen had single chrom um stars punched through the fabric on the
breast pocket. Sone kind of rank

Beau Borken was standi ng on an upturned wooden crate, west edge of the
| evel ed area, his back to the forest, his nmassive bul k | oom ng over his
troops. He saw Fow er and Reacher and the guards arriving through the
trees.

"Attention!" he call ed.

There was a shuffling as the hundred mlitia nmenbers snapped into
position. Reacher caught a snell of canvas on the breeze. The snell
of a hundred arny-surplus uniforms. Borken waved a bl oated arm and
Fow er used the chain to drag Reacher up toward the front of the

gat hering. The guards seized his arns and shoul ders and he was turned
and maneuvered so he was |left standing next to the box, suddenly

i sol ated, facing the crowd.

"We all know why we're here," Borken called out to them

She had no idea how far she had cone. It felt like mles. Hundreds of
feet uphill. But she was still deep in the woods. The main track was
still forty yards south on her left. She felt the mnutes ticking away

and her panic rising. She gripped the crutch and noved on northwest
again, as fast as she dared.

Then she saw a buil ding ahead of her. A wooden hut, visible through
the trees. The undergrowth petered out into stony shale. She crept to
t he edge of the wood and stopped. Listened hard over the roar of her
breathing. Heard nothing. She gripped the crutch and raised the
Ingramtight against the strap. Linped across the shale to the corner
of the hut. Looked out and around.

It was the clearing where they had arrived the night before. A wide
circular space. Stony. Ringed with huts. Deserted. Qiet. The
absol ute silence of a recently abandoned place. She cane out from
behind the hut and Iinped to the center of the clearing, pirouetting on
her crutch, jabbing the Ingramin a wide circle, covering the trees on
the perinmeter. Nothing. Nobody there.

She saw two paths, one running west, a wi der track running north. She
swung north and headed back into the cover of the trees. She forgot
all about trying to stay quiet and raced north as fast as she could
nove.

"W all know why we're here," Borken called out again.

The orderly crowd shuffled, and a wave of whispering rose to the trees.
Reacher scanned the faces. He saw Stevie in the front rank. A

chrom um star through his breast pocket. Little Stevie was an officer
Next to Stevie he saw Joseph Ray. Then he realized Jackson was not
there. No scarred forehead. He doubl e-checked. Scanned everywhere.
No sign of himanywhere on the parade ground. He clanped his teeth to
stop a smle. Jackson was hiding out. Holly might still make it.

She saw him She stared out of the forest over a hundred heads and saw
hi m standi ng next to Borken. H's arnms were cuffed behind him He was



scanning the cromd. Nothing in his face. She heard Borken say: we all
know why we're here. She thought: yes, | know why |I'mhere. | know
exactly why I'mhere. She |ooked left and right. A hundred peopl e,
rifles, machi ne guns, pistols, grenades. Borken on the box with his
arns raised. Reacher, helpless beside him She stood in the trees,
heart thunping, staring. Then she took a deep breath. Set the Ingram
to the single-shot position and fired into the air. Burst out of the
trees. Fired again. And again. Three shots into the air. Three
bul |l ets gone, twenty-seven left in the magazi ne. She clicked the

I ngram back to full auto and nmoved into the crowd, parting it in front
of her with sl ow nmenaci ng sweeps of her gun hand.

She was one worman noving slowy through a crowd of a hundred people.
They parted warily around her then, as she passed them by, they unslung
t heir weapons and cocked them and | evel ed them at her back. A wave of

| oud nechani cal noises trailed behind her like a slowtide. By the
time she reached the front rank, she had a hundred | oaded weapons

trai ned on her from behind.

"Don't shoot her!" Borken screamed. "That's an order! Nobody
firel™

He junped down off the box. Panic in his face. He raised his arns out
wi de and danced desperately around her, shielding her body with his
huge bul k. Nobody fired. She linped away from himand turned to face
the crowd.

"Hell are you doing?" Borken screamed at her. "You think you can
shoot a hundred people with that little popgun?"

Hol | y shook her head.
"No," she said quietly.

Then she reversed the Ingramand held it to her chest.

"But | can shoot nyself," she said.

THI RTY- TWO

THE CROAD WAS SI LENT. THEI R BREATH NG WAS SWALLOWED UP by t he awesone
mount ai n silence. Everybody was staring at Holly. She was hol ding the
I ngram reversed, the muzzle janmed into a spot above her heart. Thunb
backward on the trigger, tensed. Borken's bloated face was greased
with panic. His huge frame was shaking and trenbling. He was hoppi ng
around next to his upturned box, staring wi de-eyed at her. She was

| ooki ng back at him calmy.

"I"'ma hostage, right?" she said to him "lInportant to them

i nportant to you, because of who | am All kinds of inportance to al

ki nds of people. You expect themto do stuff to keep me alive. So now
it's your turn. Let's talk about what stuff you're prepared to do to
keep ne alive."

Bor ken saw her gl ance at Reacher
"You don't understand," he screamed at her. WId urgency in his voice.

"I"'mnot going to kill this guy. This guy stays alive. The situation
has changed. "



"Changed how?" she asked, calnly.

"I"mconmuting his sentence," Borken said. Still panic in his voice.
"That's why we're here. | was just going to announce it. W know who
he is. W just found out. W were just inforned.

He was in the arny. Mjor Jack Reacher. He's a hero. He won the

Silver Star."

"So?" Holly asked.

"He saved a bunch of Marines," Borken said urgently. "In Beirut.
Odinary fighting nmen. He pulled themout of a burning bunker. Marines
will never attack us while he's here. Never. So |I'mgoing to use him

as anot her hostage. He's good insurance, against the damm Mari nes.
need him"

She stared at him Reacher stared at him

"Hi s sentence is commuted,"” Borken said again. "Five years on
puni shrent detail. That's all. Nothing else. No question about it. |
need himalive."

He stared at her with a salesman's beam|i ke the probl em was sol ved.
She stared back and forth between himand Reacher. Reacher was

wat ching the crowd. The crowd was angry. The circus had left town
before the performance. Reacher felt like they had all taken a step
toward him They were testing Borken's power over them Holly gl anced
at him fear in her eyes. Nodded to him An inperceptible novenent of
her head. She would be safe, she was sayi ng, whatever happened. Her
identity protected her like an invisible magic cloak. Reacher nodded
back. Wthout turning around, he judged the distance to the trees
behind him Maybe twenty feet. Shove Fow er at the front rank, drag
the chain, sprint like hell, he mght be in the trees before anybody
could aima weapon. Twenty feet, standing start, using the nomentum of
shoul dering Fowl er away to help him maybe four or five strides, maybe
t hree seconds, maybe four. 1In the trees, he would stand a chance
against the bullets. He inmagined them smacking into the trunks either
side of himas he ran and dodged. A forest is a fugitive's best
friend. 1t takes a lot of luck to hit a guy running through trees. He
shifted his weight and felt his hamstrings tighten. Felt the flood of
adrenalin. Fight or flight. But then Borken flung his arns w de
again. Held themout like an angel's wi ngs and used the awesone power
of his eyes on his people.

"I have made ny decision," he called. "Do you understand?"

There was a long pause. It went on for seconds. Then a hundred heads
snapped back.

"Yes, sir!" a hundred voices yell ed.
"Do you understand?" he called again.
A hundred heads snapped back agai n.

"Yes, sir!" a hundred voices yell ed.

"Five years on punishment detail,"” Borken called. "But only if he can



prove who he is. W are informed this man is the only non-Marine in
history to win the Marine Sniper conpetition. W are told this nan can
put six bullets through a silver dollar a thousand yards away. So |I'm
goi ng to shoot against him Eight hundred yards. |f he wins, he
lives. |If he loses, he dies. Do you understand?"

A hundred heads snapped back.
"Yes, sir!" a hundred voices yell ed.

The runble fromthe crowd started up again. This tine they sounded
interested. Reacher snmiled inwardly. Smart nove, he thought. They
want ed a spectacle, Borken was giving themone. Fow er breathed out
and pull ed a key fromhis pocket. Ducked around and unl ocked the
handcuffs. The chain fell to the floor. Reacher breathed out and
rubbed his wists.

Then Fow er stepped over to Holly in the press of people. Stepped
right in front of her. She paused for a |ong nmonent and gl anced at
Bor ken. He nodded.

"You have ny word," he said, with as nuch dignity as he could
recover.

She gl anced at Reacher. He shrugged and nodded. She nodded back and
| ooked down at the Ingram Cicked the safety on and | ooped the strap
of f her shoulder. Ginned and dropped the gun to the floor. Fow er
bent at her feet and scooped it up. Borken raised his arns for

qui et .

To the rifle range,"” he called out. "Orderly fashion. Dismss."
Hol ly Iinped over and wal ked next to Reacher

"You won the W nbl edon?" she asked, quietly.

He nodded.

"So can you win this?" she asked.

He nodded agai n.

"Wth ny head in a bag," he said.

"I's that such a good idea?" she asked quietly. "CQuy like this, he's
not going to be happy to get beat."

Reacher shrugged.

"He wants a big performance, he's going to get one," he said. "He's

all shaken up. You started it. | want to keep it going. Long run
it'll do us good."
"Well, take care," she said.

"Watch nme," Reacher said.

Two brand-new targets were placed side by side at the extrenme end of
the range. Borken's was on the left with aTF. daubed across its
chest. Reacher's was on the right with FBI over its heart. The rough



matti ng was pulled back to give maxi nrum di stance. Reacher figured he
was | ooki ng at about eight hundred and thirty yards. Fifty yards shy
of a full half-mile. A hell of a |ong way.

The swarm of people had settled into a rough senicircle, behind and
beside the matting. The nearer targets were flung into the undergrowh
to clear their view. Several people had field glasses. They peered up
the range and then their noi se faded as one after the other they
settled into quiet anticipation.

Fow er made the trip to the arnory in the clearing below. He wal ked
back with a rifle in each hand. One for Borken, one for Reacher

I dentical guns. The price of a small family car in each hand. They
were .50-inch Barrett Model 90s. Nearly four feet |ong, over
twenty-two pounds in weight. Bolt-action repeaters, fired a bullet a
full half-inch across. Mre like an artillery shell than a rifle
bul | et.

"One mmgazi ne each," Borken said. "Six shots."

Reacher took his weapon and laid it on the ground at his feet. Little
Stevie marshal ed the crowd backwards to clear the matting. Borken
checked his rifle and flicked the bipod | egs out. Smacked the nagazi ne
into place. He set the weapon down gently on the matting.

"l shoot first," he said.

He dropped to his knees and forced his bul k down behind the rifle.
Pul l ed the stock to himand snuggled it in close. Dragged the bipod
legs an inch to the left and swng the butt a fraction to the right. He
smacked the bolt in and out and pressed hinself close to the ground.
Eased his cheek against the stock and put his eye to the scope. Joseph
Ray stepped fromthe edge of the cromd and offered Reacher his field

gl asses. Reacher nodded silently and took them Held them ready.
Borken's finger tightened against the trigger. He fired the first

shot .

0CO

The Barrett's huge nuzzl e brake bl asted gas si deways and downward. Dust
bl asted back up off the matting. The rifle kicked and boormed. The
sound crashed through the trees and cane back off the nountains,
seconds later. A hundred pairs of eyes flicked from Borken to the
target. Reacher raised the field glasses and focused ei ght hundred and
thirty yards up the range.

It was a mss. The target was undanaged. Borken peered through the
scope and grimaced. He hunkered down again and waited for the dust to
clear. Reacher watched him Borken was just waiting. Steady
breathing. Relaxed. Then his finger tightened again. He fired the
second shot. The rifle kicked and crashed and the dust bl asted upward.
Reacher raised the field glasses again. A hit. There was a splintered
hole on the target's right shoul der

There was a murmur fromthe crowd. Field glasses were passed from hand
to hand. The whispers rose and fell. The dust settled. Borken fired
again. Too quickly. He was still wiggling. Reacher watched him
maki ng the mstake. He didn't bother with the field glasses. He knew
that half-inch shell would end up in Idaho.



The crowd whi spered. Borken glared through the scope. Reacher watched
himdo it all wong. H's relaxation was di sappearing. H s shoul ders
were tensed. He fired the fourth. Reacher handed the field gl asses
back to Joseph Ray on the edge of the crowmd. He didn't need to | ook

He knew Borken was going to miss with the rest. 1In that state he'd
have m ssed at four hundred yards. He'd have missed at two hundred.
He' d have missed across a crowded room

Borken fired the fifth and then the sixth and stood up slowy. He
lifted the big rifle and used the scope to check what everybody al ready
knew.

"One hit," he said.
He lowered the rifle and | ooked across at Reacher
"Your shot," he said. "Life or death."”

Reacher nodded. Fowl er handed hi m his magazi ne. Reacher used his
thunb to test the spring. He pressed down on the first bullet and felt
the smooth return. The bullets were shiny. Polished by hand. Sniper's
bullets. He bent and lifted the heavy rifle. Held it vertical and
clicked the nagazine into place. He didn't smack at it |ike Borken had
done. He pressed it hone gently with his palm

He opened the bipod legs, one at a time. dicked them against their de
tents G anced up the range and laid the rifle on the matting.

Squatted next to it and lay down, all in one fluid notion. He lay |like
a dead man, arns flung upward around the gun. He wanted to lie |ike
that for along time. He was tired. Deathly tired. But he stirred
and laid his cheek gently against the stock. Snuggled his right

shoul der close to the butt. Canped his |left hand over the barrel
fingers under the scope. Eased his right hand toward the trigger

Moved his right eye to the scope. Breathed out.

Firing a sniper rifle over a long distance is a confluence of nany
things. It starts with chemstry. It depends on nechanica
engineering. It involves optics and geophysi cs and net eorol ogy.
Governi ng everything is human bi ol ogy.

The chemi stry is about explosions. The powder behind the bullet in the
shel |l case has to explode perfectly, predictably, powerfully,

instantly. It has to smash the projectile down the barrel at maxi mum
speed. The half-inch bullet in the Barrett chanber weighs a hair over
two ounces. One nminute it's stationary. A thousandth of a second
later it's doing nearly nineteen hundred mles an hour, |eaving the
barrel behind on its way to the target. That powder has to expl ode
fast, explode conpletely, and explode hard. Difficult chem stry.

Wei ght for weight, that explosion has got to be the best expl osion on

t he pl anet.

Then mechani cal engi neering takes over for a spell. The bullet itself
has to be a perfect little artifact. It's got to be as good as any
manuf actured article has ever been. It has got to be cast better than
any jewelry. It nust be totally uniformin size and weight. Perfectly
round, perfectly streamined. It has to accept ferocious rotation from
the rifling grooves inside the barrel. It has to spin and hiss through
the air with absolutely no wobbl e, no bias.



The barrel has to be tight and straight. No good at all if a previous
shot has heated and altered the barrel shape. The barrel has to be a
mass of perfect netal, heavy enough to remain inert. Heavy enough to
kill the tiny vibrations of the bolt and the trigger and the firing
pin. That's why the Barrett Reacher was hol ding cost as much as a
cheap sedan. That's why Reacher's left hand was | oosely cl anped over
the top of the gun. He was danping any residual shock with it.

Optics play a big part. Reacher's right eye was an inch behind a
Leupol d & Stevens scope. A fine instrument. The target was show ng
smal I, behind the fine data lines etched into the gl ass.

Readi er stared hard at it. Then he eased the stock down and saw t he
target di sappear and the sky swminto view. He breathed out again and
stared at the air.

Because geophysics are crucial. Light travels in a straight line. But
it's the only thing that does. Bullets don't. Bullets are physica

t hi ngs which obey the |aws of nature, |ike any other physical things.
They follow the curvature of the earth. Eight hundred and thirty yards
is a significant piece of curvature. The bullet cones out of the
barrel and rises above the line of sight, then it passes through it,

then it falls belowit. 1In a perfect curve, like the earth.

Except it's not a perfect curve, because the very first mllisecond the
bullet is gone, gravity is plucking at it like a small insistent hand.
The bullet can't ignore it. It's a two-ounce copper-jacketed | ead

projectile traveling at nearly nineteen hundred niles an hour, but
gravity has its way. Not very successfully, at first, but its best
ally soon chips in. Friction. Fromthe very first mllisecond of its
travel, air friction is slowing the bullet dowmn and handing gravity a
larger and larger say in its destiny. Friction and gravity work

toget her to haul that bullet down.

So you aimway high. You aimmaybe ten feet directly above the target
and ei ght hundred and thirty yards later the curvature of the earth and
the pull of its gravity bring that bullet hone to where you want it.

Except you don't aimdirectly above the target. Because that would be
to ignore meteorology. Bullets travel through air, and air noves. It's
a rare day when the air is still. The air noves one way or anot her
Left or right, up or down, or any comnbination. Reacher was watching
the | eaves on the trees and he could see a sl ow steady breeze com ng
out of the north. Dry air, noving slowy right to left across his line
of sight. So he was aimng about eight feet to the right and ten feet
above where he wanted to put the bullet. He was going to |aunch that
projectile and let nature curve it left and down.

Hurman bi ol ogy was all that stood in the way. Snipers are people.
Peopl e are quivering, shuddering masses of flesh and rmuscle. The heart
is beating away |like a giant punp and the |ungs are squeezi ng huge
volumes of air in and out. Every nerve and every nuscle is trenbling
with m croscopic energy. Nobody is ever still. Even the cal nmest
person is vibrating like crazy. Say there's a yard between the rifle's
firing pin and the muzzle. |If the nmuzzle noves a tiny fraction, then
ei ght hundred and thirty yards later the bullet is going to mss by

ei ght hundred and thirty tiny fractions. A nmultiplying effect. |If the
shooter's vibration disturbs the nuzzle by even a hundredth of an inch
the bullet will be eight-point-three inches off target. About the
width of a man's head.



So Reacher's technique was to wait. Just to gaze through the sight
until his breathing was regular and his heartbeat was slow. Then to
tighten the trigger, finger slowy and wait sone nore. Then to count
the heartbeats. One-and-two-and-three-and-four. Keep on waiting unti
the rhythmwas slow. Then to fire between beats. Right when the

vi bration was as small as a human being could get it.

He waited. He breathed out, long and slow. His heart beat once. It
beat again. He fired. The stock junped against his shoul der and his
view was obliterated by the blast of dust fromthe matti ng under the
muzzl e. The heavy thunp of the shot crashed off the nountainsides and
cane back to himwith a wave of whispering fromthe crowd. He had

m ssed. The running, crouching screen print with FBI daubed on its
chest was undanmaged.

He et the dust settle and checked the trees. The wind was steady. He
breathed out and let his heart rate drop. He fired again. The big
rifle kicked and crashed. The dust flew. The crowd stared and

whi spered. Anot her niss.

Two misses. He breathed steadily and fired again. A mss. And again.
Anot her mss. He paused for a long tine. Picked up his rhythm again
and fired the fifth. He mssed the fifth. The crowd was restless.

Bor ken | unbered nearer.

"Al'l on the last shot," he grinned.

Readi er made no reply. No way could he afford the physical disturbance
i nvol ved in speaking. The disruption to his breathing, the muscul ar
contraction of his lungs and throat, would be fatal. He waited. Hi s
heart beat. And again. He fired the sixth. He missed. He dropped
the sight and stared at the plywod target. Undamaged.

Borken was staring at him (Questions in his eyes. Readier got to his
knees and lifted the rifle. Snapped the enpty magazi ne out. Pushed
the bolt hone. Traced a finger along the neat engraving on the side of
the stock. Folded the bipod legs. Laid the warmgun neatly on the
matting. He stood up and shrugged. Borken stared at him @ anced at
Fow er. Fowl er gl anced back, puzzled. They had watched a man shooti ng
for his life, and they had watched himm ss every shot.

"You knew the rules,” Borken said quietly.

Reacher stood still. Ignored him Gazed up at the blue sky. A pair
of vapor trails were crawming across it, like tiny chalk lines far
overhead in the stratosphere.

"Wait, sir," Joseph Ray called |oudly.

He canme forward out of the crowd. Bristling with urgency.
Self-important. Things to say. He was one of the few nen in the
Bastion with any actual military service behind himand he prided

hi nsel f on seeing things that other people nissed. He thought it gave
hi m an edge. Made hi museful in special ways.

He | ooked hard at the matting and lay hinmsel f down exactly where
Reacher had lain. danced down the range to the targets.  osed one
eye and stared through half his field glasses like a tel escope. Focused
on the screen print of the running man. Mved his line of sight a



fraction and focused just beyond the hunch of the target's shoul der
Stared into the di stance and nodded to hinself.

"Cone on," he said.

He got to his feet and started jogging down the range. Fow er went
with him Eight hundred and thirty yards |ater Ray passed the target
wi t hout a second glance. Carried on jogging. Fower followed. Fifty
yards. A hundred. Ray dropped to his knees and stared backward.
Aligned hinmself with the target and the matting, way back in the far

di stance. Turned and pointed forward, using his whole arm and finger
like arifle barrel. Stood up again and wal ked fifty nore yards to a
particul ar tree.

It was an orphan silver birch. A straggly wild survivor, forcing its
way up alongside the tall pines. |Its trunk was contorted as it fought
for light and air, one way and then the next. It was narrow, not nore
than seven or eight inches across. Six feet fromthe ground, it had
six bullet holes init. Big fresh half-inch holes. Three of themwere
in a perfect straight vertical |ine maybe seven inches high. The other
three were curled in a | oose curve to the right, running fromthe top
hol e out and back to the middle hole and out and back again to the
bottom hole. Joseph Ray stared hard at them Then he realized what
they were. He grinned. The six holes made a perfect capital B, right
there on the white bark. The letter covered an area of maybe seven

i nches by five. About the dinensions of a fat man's face.

Fow er shoul dered past Ray and turned and | eaned on the trunk. Stood
and pressed the back of his head against the ragged holes. Raised his
field gl asses and | ooked back down the range toward the matting. He
figured he was nore than a hundred and fifty yards behind the target.
The target had been nore than ei ght hundred yards fromthe matting. He
did the math in his head.

"A thousand yards," he breat hed.

Fow er and Joseph Ray paced it out together on the way back to Borken.
Ray kept his stride |long, just about exactly a yard. Fow er counted.

Ni ne hundred and ninety strides, nine hundred and ninety yards. Borken
knelt on the matting and used Ray's field glasses. He closed one eye
and stared across the distance. He could barely even see the white
tree. Reacher watched himtry to keep the surprise out of his face.
Thought to hinself: you wanted a bi g performance, you got one. You
like it, fat boy?

"OK," Borken said. "So let's see how damm smart you're going to act
now. "

The five guards that had been six when Jackson was with them formed up
inaline. They noved forward and took up position around Reacher and
Holly. The crowd started filing away, quietly. Their feet crunched
and slid on the stony ground. Then that sound was gone and the rifle
range was qui et.

Fow er stooped and picked up the guns. He hefted one in each hand and
wal ked away through the trees. The five guards unslung their weapons
with the | oud sound of pal ns sl apping on wood and net al

"OK," Borken said again. "Punishnment detail."



He turned to Holly.
"You too," he said. "You're not too damm valuable for that. You can
help him He's got a task to performfor ne."

The guards stepped forward and marched Reacher and Hol |y behi nd Borken
slowy down through the trees to the Bastion and on al ong the
beaten-earth track to the comuand-hut clearing. They halted there. Two
of the guards peeled off and wal ked to the stores. They were back
within five minutes with their weapons shoul dered. The first guard was
carrying a |l ong-handl ed shovel in his left hand and a crowbar in his
right. The second was carrying two olive fatigue shirts. Borken took
them from himand turned to face Reacher and Hol ly.

Take your shirts off," he said. Tut these on."

Holly stared at him
"Why?" she said.
Bor ken smi | ed.

"Al'l part of the gane," he said. "You re not back by nightfall, we
turn the dogs | oose. They need your old shirts for the scent."

Hol | y shook her head.
"I"'mnot undressing," she said.

Bor ken | ooked at her and nodded.
"We' |l turn our backs," he said. "But you only get one chance. You
don't do it, these boys will do it for you, OK?"

He gave the command and the five guards fanned out in a | oose arc,
facing the trees. Borken waited for Reacher to turn away and then
swi veled on his heels and stared up in the air.

"OK," he said. "Get on withit."

The nmen heard unbuttoni ng sounds and the rasp of cotton. They heard
the old shirt fall to the ground and the new one slipping on. They
heard fingernails clicking against buttons.

"Done," Holly muttered.

Reacher took off his jacket and his shirt and shivered in the nountain
breeze. He took the new shirt from Borken and shrugged it on. Slung
the jacket over his shoulder. Borken nodded and the guard handed
Reacher the shovel and the crowbar. Borken pointed into the forest.
"Wal k due west a hundred yards," he said. Then north another hundred.
You' || know what to do when you get there.”

Hol Iy | ooked at Reacher. He |ooked back and nodded. They strolled
together into the trees, headi ng west.

Thirty yards into the woods, as soon as they were out of sight, Holly
stopped. She planted her crutch and waited for Reacher to turn and
rejoin her.



"Borken," she said. "I know who he is. 1've seen his nane in our
files. They tagged himfor a robbery, northern California sonmewhere.
Twenty mllion dollars in bearer bonds. Arnored car driver was killed.
Sacramento office investigated, but they couldn't nake it stick."

Reacher nodded.

"He did it," he said. That's for damm sure. Fower admtted it. Says
they've got twenty mllion in the Caymans. Captured fromthe eneny."

Hol Iy gri maced.

"It explains the nole in Chicago," she said. "Borken can afford a
pretty handsone bribe with twenty million bucks in the bank, right?"

Reacher nodded again, slowy.

"Anybody you know woul d take a bribe?" he asked.

She shrugged.

"They all bitch about the salary," she said.

He shook his head.

"No," he said. Think of somebody who doesn't bitch about it. Woever's
got Borken's bearer bonds behind himisn't worried about noney
anynore."

She shrugged agai n.

"Some of themdon't grunble,” she said. "Sone of themjust put up with
it. Like ne, for instance. But | guess |I'mdifferent."

He | ooked at her. Wal ked on
"You're different," he repeated. That's for dam sure."

He said it vaguely, thinking about it. They wal ked on for ten yards.
He was wal ki ng sl ower than his normal pace and she was linping at his
side. He was lost in thought. He was hearing Borken's high voice
claimng: she's nore than his daughter. He was hearing her own
exasperated voi ce asking: why the hell does everybody assune everythi ng
t hat ever happens to nme is because of who nmy damm father is? Then he
st opped wal ki ng again and | ooked straight at her.

"Who are you, Holly?" he asked.
"You know who | am" she said.
He shook his head agai n.

"No, | don't," he said. "At first | thought you were just sonme wonan.
Then you were some worman cal l ed Holly Johnson. Then you were an FB
agent. Then you were Ceneral Johnson's daughter. Then Borken told ne
you're even nore than that. She's nore than his daughter, he said.
That stunt you pulled, he was shirting hinself. You re some kind of a
triple-A gold-plated hostage, Holly. So who the hell else are you?"



She | ooked at him Si ghed.

"Long story," she said. "Started twenty-eight years ago. M father
was made a Wite House Fellow. Seconded to Washington. They used to
do that, with the fast-track guys. He got friendly with another guy.
Political analyst, aimng to be a Congressman. M nother was pregnant
with ne, his wife was pregnant, he asked ny parents to be godparents,
nmy father asked themto be godparents. So this other guy stood up at
nmy christening."”

"And?" Reacher said.

The guy got into a career,"” Holly said. "He's still in Wshington. You
probably voted for him He's the president."

Reacher wal ked on in a daze. Kept glancing at Holly, ganmely matching
himstride for stride. A hundred yards west of the punishnment hut,
there was an outcrop of rock, bare of trees. Reacher and Holly turned
there and wal ked north, into the breeze.

"Where are we going?" Holly said. Her voice had an edge of worry.

Reacher stopped suddenly. He knew where they were going. The answer
was on the breeze. He went cold. His skin crawl ed. He stared down at
the inplenents in his hands |ike he'd never seen such things before.

"You stay here," he said.

She shook her head.

"No," she said. "I'mcomng with you, wherever it is.
"Please, Holly," he said. "Stay here, will you?"

She | ooked surprised by his voice, but she carried on shaking her
head.

"I"'mcomng with you," she said again.

He gave her a bl eak | ook and they wal ked on north. He forced hinself
onward, toward it. Fifty yards. Each step required a conscious effort
of will. Sixty yards. He wanted to turn and run. Just run and never
stop. Hurl hinself across the wild river and get the hell out. Seventy
yards. He stopped.

"Stay here, Holly," he said again. "Please."

"Why?" she asked

"You don't need to see this," he said, mserably.

She shook her head again and wal ked on. He caught her up. They
snelled it long before they sawit. Faint, sweet, unforgettable. One
of the nost common and one of the nost terrible snells in mankind' s
long and awful history. The smell of fresh human bl ood. Twenty paces
after they snelled it, they heard it. The insane buzzing of a mllion
flies.

Jackson was crucified between two young pines. Hi s hands had been
dragged apart and nailed to the trees through the palnms and wists. He



had been forced up onto his toes and his feet had been nailed flat

agai nst the base of the trunks. He was naked and he had been
nmutilated. He had taken several mnutes to die. Reacher was clear on
t hat .

He was immbile, staring at the crawling mass of blue shiny flies.

Hol Iy had dropped her crutch and her face was white. Ghastly staring
white. She fell to her knees and retched. Spun herself away fromthe
dreadful sight and fell forward on her face. Her hands clawed blindly
in the forest dirt. She bucked and screaned into the buzzing forest
silence. Screaned and cri ed.

Reacher watched the flies. H's eyes were expressionless. H s face was
i npassive. Just a tiny nuscle junping at the corner of his jaw gave
anyt hing away. He stood still for several minutes. Holly went silent,
on the forest floor beside him He dropped the crowbar. Slung his
jacket over a |low branch. Stepped over directly in front of the body
and started digging.

He dug with a quiet fury. He smashed the shovel into the earth as hard
as he could. He chopped through tree roots with single savage bl ows.
When he hit rocks, he heaved themout and hurled theminto a pile.
Hol Iy sat up and watched him She watched the bl azing eyes in his

i npassi ve face and the bul ging nmuscles in his arns. She followed the
relentl ess rhythm of the shovel. She said nothing.

The work was meking himhot. The flies were checking himout. They

| eft Jackson's body and buzzed around his head. He ignored them Just
strai ned and gasped his way six feet down into the earth. Then he
propped the shovel against a tree. Wped his face on his sl eeve.

D dn't speak. Took the crowbar and stepped close to the corpse. Batted
away the flies. Levered the nails out of the left hand. Jackson's body
fl opped sideways. The left arm pointed grotesquely down into the pit.
The flies rose in an angry cloud. Reacher wal ked around to the right
hand. Pried the nails out. The body flopped forward into the hole.

He extracted the nails fromthe feet. The body tunbled free into the
grave. The air was dark with flies and loud with their sound. Reacher
slid down into the hole and straightened the corpse out. Crossed the
arnms over the chest.

He clinbed back out. Wthout pausing he picked up the shovel and

started filling the hole. He worked relentlessly. The flies

di sappeared. He worked on. There was too much dirt. It nounded up
hi gh when he had finished, |ike graves always do. He pounded the mound
into a neat shape and dropped the shovel. Bent and picked up the rocks
he'd cleared. Used themto shore up the sides of the mound. Pl aced

t he biggest one on top, like sone kind of a headstone.

Then he stood there, panting like a wild nman, streaked with dirt and
sweat. Holly watched him Then she spoke for the first time in an
hour .

"Shoul d we say a prayer?" she asked.

Reacher shook his head.

"Wy too late for that," he said quietly.

"You OK?" she asked.



"Who's the nole?" he asked in turn

"l don't know," she said.

"Well, think about it, will you?" he said, angrily.
She glared up at him

"Don't you think I have been?" she said. "What the hell else do you
think I was doing for the | ast hour?"

"So who the hell is it?" he asked. Still angry.

She paused. Went qui et again.

"Coul d be anybody," she said. "There are a hundred agents in

Chi cago. "

She was sitting on the forest floor, small, mserable, defeated. She
had trusted her people. She had told himthat. She had been full of
nai ve confidence. | trust ny people, she had said. He felt a wave of
tenderness for her. It crashed over him Not pity, not concern, just

an agoni zi ng tenderness for a good person whose bright new world was
suddenly dirty and falling apart. He stared at her, hoping she woul d
see it. She stared back, eyes full of tears. He held out his hands.
She took them He lifted her to her feet and held her. He lifted her
of f the ground and crushed her close. Her breasts were against his
poundi ng chest. Her tears were against his neck

Then her hands were behind his head, pulling himclose. She squirned
her face up and kissed him She kissed himangrily and hungrily on the
mouth. Her arms were | ocking around his neck. He felt her wild
breathing. He knelt and laid her gently on the soft earth. Her hands
burrowed at his shirt buttons. H's at hers.

They made | ove naked on the forest floor, urgently, passionately,
greedily, as if they were defying death itself. Then they lay panting
and spent in each other's arns, gazing up at the sunlight spearing down
t hrough the | eaves.

He stroked her hair and felt her breathing sl ow dowmn. He held her
silently for a long tine, watching the dust notes dancing in the
sunbeans over her head.

"Who knew your novenments on Monday?" he asked softly.

She thought about it. Mude no reply.

"And which of themdidn't know about Jackson then?" he asked.

No reply.

"And which of themisn't short of nobney?" he asked.

No reply.

"And which of themis recent?" he asked. "Which of them could have

cone cl ose enough to Beau Borken sonmewhere to get bought off? Sometine
in the past? Maybe investigating the robbery thing in California?"



She shuddered in his arnmns.
"Four questions, Holly," he said. "Wo fits?"

She ran through all the possibilities. Like a process of elimnation
An algorithm She boiled the hundred nanes down. The first question
elimnated nost of them The second question elimnated a few nore.
The third question elimnated a handful. It was the fourth question
whi ch proved decisive. She shuddered again.

"Only two possibilities,” she said.

THI RTY- THREE

M LOSEVI C AND BROGAN WERE STRAPPED SIDE BY SIDE IN THE rear of the air
force chopper. MGath and Johnson and the general's aide were crushed
into the mddle row of seats. The aircrew were shoul der to shoulder in
the front. They lifted off fromSilver Bow and cl attered away

nort hwest over the town of Butte, nose down, |low altitude, |ooking for
maxi mum ai rspeed. The helicopter was an old Bell, rebuilt with a new
engine, and it was pushing a hundred and twenty niles an hour, which
made for a |l ot of noise inside. Consequently McGrath and Johnson were
screaming into their radio mkes to nmake thensel ves understood. MG ath
was pat ched through to the Hoover Building. He was trying to talk to
Harl and Webster. He had one hand cupped over the m ke and the other
was cl anpi ng the earphone to his head. He was talking about the
mssile unit. He didn't know if Webster was hearing him He just
repeated his nessage over and over, as loud as he could. Then he
flicked the switch and tore off the headset. Tossed it forward to the
co-pilot.

Johnson was tal king to Peterson. Radio contact had not been restored.
He limted hinmself to requesting an update by secure landline direct to
t he nobile command post in two hours' tinme. He failed to decipher the
reply. He pulled off his headset and | ooked a question at MG ath.
Mc G at h shrugged back at him The helicopter clattered onward.

Harl and Webster heard the shrieking din cut off. He hung up his phone
in the sudden silence of his office. Leaned forward and buzzed through
to his secretary.

"Car," he said.

He wal ked through to the el evator and rode down to the garage. Walked
over to his limusine. H's driver was hol ding the door for him

"Wiite House," he said.

This time, the driver said nothing. Just fired it up and eased out of
the garage. Bunped up and out into the afternoon rush. Crawl ed the
si xteen hundred yards west in silence. Wbster was directed to the
same off-white room He waited there a quarter-hour. Dexter came in.
Clearly not pleased to see himback so soon

They' ve stolen sone nissiles,"” Wbster said.

"What m ssil es?" Dexter asked.

He described everything as well as he could. Dexter listened. Didn't
nod. Didn't ask any questions. Didn't react. Just told himto wait



in the room

The air force Bell put down on a gravel turnout two hundred yards south
of where the road into Yorke narrowed and straightened into the hills.
The pilot kept the engine turning and the five passengers ducked out
and ran bent over until they were out of the fierce downdraft. There
were vehicles on the road ahead. A random pattern of nmilitary vehicles
sl ewed across the bl acktop. One of themwas turning slowy in the

road. It turned in the narrow space between the rocky walls and
straightened as it approached. It slowed and halted fifty yards away.
Ceneral Johnson stepped out into view The car nmoved forward and
stopped in front of him It was a new Chevrolet, sprayed a dull olive

green. There were white stenciled letters and figures on the hood and

along the sides. An officer slid out. He saluted the general and

ski pped around to open all the doors. The five men squeezed in and the
car turned again and rolled the two hundred yards north to the ness of

vehi cl es.

The command post is on its way, sir," the officer said. "Should be
here inside forty mnutes. The satellite trucks are an hour

KR
behind it. | suggest you wait in the car. |It's getting cold
out si de. "

"Wrd fromthe mssile unit?" Johnson asked.

The officer shook his head in the gl oom

"No word, sir," he said

Webster waited nost of an hour. Then the door of the small off-white
room cracked open. A secret service agent stood there. Blue suit,
curly wire running up out of his collar to his earpiece.

"Pl ease cone with ne, sir," the agent said.

Webster stood up and the guy raised his hand and spoke into his cuff.
Webster followed himalong a quiet corridor and into an elevator. The
el evator was small and slow. It took themdown to the first floor

They wal ked al ong anot her quiet corridor and paused in front of a white
door. The agent knocked once and opened it.

The president was sitting in his chair behind his desk. The chair was
rotated away and he had his back to the room He was staring out

t hrough the bull et proof wi ndows at the darkness settling over the
garden. Dexter was in an arnchair. Neither asked himto sit down. The
president didn't turn around. As soon as he heard the door click shut,
he started speaking.

"Suppose | was a judge," he said. "And suppose you were some cop and
you cane to ne for a warrant?"

Webster could see the president's face reflected in the thick glass. It
was just a pink snudge

"OK, sir, suppose | was?" he said.

"What have you got?" the president asked him "And what haven't you



got? You don't even know for sure Holly's there at all. You' ve got an
undercover asset in place and he hasn't confirmed it to you. You're
guessing, is all. And these mssiles? The arny has lost radio
contact. Could be tenmporary. Could be any nunber of reasons for that.
Your undercover guy hasn't mentioned them"

"He coul d be experiencing difficulties, sir," Wbster said. "And he's
been told to be cautious. He doesn't call in with a running
commentary. He's undercover, right? He can't just disappear into the
forest any old tine he wants to."

The president nodded. The pink snudge in the glass noved up and down.
There was a neasure of synpathy there.

"W understand that, Harland," he said. "W really do. But we have to
assune that with matters of this magnitude, he's going to nake a big
effort, right? But you've heard nothing. So you're giving us nothing
but specul ation."

Webst er spread his hands. Spoke directly to the back of the guy's
head.

"Sir, this is a big deal," he said. "They're arm ng thensel ves,

t hey' ve taken a hostage, they're tal king about secession fromthe
Uni on. "

The president nodded.

"Don't you understand, that's the problen?" he said. "If this were
about three weirdos in a hut in the woods with a bonmb, we'd send you in
there right awmay. But it isn't. This could |lead to the biggest
constitutional crisis since 1860."

"So you agree with nme," Webster said. "You're taking them
seriously."

The president shook his head. Sadly, |ike he was upset but not
surprised Webster didn't get the point.

"No," he said. "We're not taking them seriously. That's what nakes
this whole thing so damm difficult. They're a bunch of deluded idiots,
seei ng plots everywhere, conspiracies, nuttering about independence for
their scrubby little patch of worthless real estate. But the question
is: how should a mature denocratic nation react to that? Should it
massacre themall, Harland? 1s that how a mature nation reacts? Should
it unleash deadly force against a few deluded idiot citizens? W spent
a generation condeming the Soviets for doing that. Are we going to do
t he same thi ng?"

They're crimnals, sir," Wbster said.
"Yes, they are," the president agreed, patiently. They're
counterfeiters, they own illegal weapons, they don't pay federal taxes,
they foment racial hatred, maybe they even robbed an arnored car. But
those are details, Harland. The broad picture is they're disgruntled
citizens. And how do we respond to that? W encourage disgruntled
citizens in Eastern Europe to stand up and declare their nationhood,
right? So how do we deal with our own disgruntled citizens, Harland?
Decl are war on thenP"



Webster clanped his jaw He felt adrift. Like the thick carpets and
the quiet paint and the unfanm liar scented air inside the Oval Ofice
wer e choking him

They're crimnals,"” he said again. It was all he could think of to
say.

The president nodded. Still a neasure of synpathy.

"Yes, they are," he agreed again. "But |ook at the broad picture,

Harl and. Look at their main offense. Their main offense is they hate
their government. |If we deal with them harshly for that, we could face
a crisis. Like we said, there are maybe sixty mllion Amrericans ready

to be tipped over the edge. This adninistration is very aware of that,
Harland. This administration is going to tread very carefully."

"But what about Holly?" he asked. "You can't just sacrifice her."

There was a long silence. The president kept his chair turned away.
"I can't react because of her, either," he said quietly. "I can't
all ow nyself to make this personal. Don't you see that? A personal
enotional, angry response would be wong. It would be a bad m stake.
have to wait and think. |1've talked it over with the general. W've
tal ked for hours. Frankly, Harland, he's pissed at ne, and, again
frankly, | don't blame him He's just about nmy oldest friend and he's
pissed at ne. So don't talk to ne about sacrifice, Harland. Because
sacrifice is what this office is all about. You put the greater good
in front of friendship, in front of all your own interests. You do it
all the tinme. It's what being president nmeans."

There was another |ong silence.
"So what are you saying to me, M. President?" Wbster asked

Anot her |ong sil ence.

"I"mnot saying anything to you," the president said. "I'm saying
you're in personal command of the situation. |'msaying cone see M.
Dexter Monday norning, if there's still a problem™

Nobody waited in the car. Too restless for that. They got out into
the chill mountain air and mlled ainessly around. Johnson and his
aide strolled north with the driver and | ooked at the proposed | ocation
for the command post. MG ath and Brogan and M| osevic kept thensel ves
apart as a threesone. MG ath smoked, lost in thought. Tinme to tine,
he woul d duck back into the army Chevrol et and use the earphone. He
called the Montana State Police, the power conpany, the phone conpany,
the Forest Service.

Brogan and M1l osevic strolled north. They found an arnored vehicle.
Not a tank, sone kind of a personnel carrier. There were the officer
who had net themw th the car and maybe eight soldiers near it. Big,
silent men, pitching tents on the shoulder in the | ee of the rocks.
Brogan and M| osevic nodded a greeting to them and strolled back south.
They rejoined McGrath and waited.

Wthin forty mnutes they all heard the faint roar of heavy diesels far
to the south. The noise built and then burst around the curve. There
was a small convoy of trucks. Big, boxy vehicles, nounted high on



exaggerated drive trains big wheels, huge tires, axles grinding around.
They roared nearer, noving slowin |low gear. The officer fromthe car
ran to neet them Pointed themup to where he wanted them They
roared slowy past and stopped two abreast in the road where it
straightened into the rock cutting.

There were four vehicles. Black and green canouflage, rolls of netting
on the flanks, stenciled nunmbers and big single stars in white. The
front two trucks bristled with antennas and small dishes. The rear two
wer e accomodations. Each vehicle had hydraulic jacks at each corner
The drivers lowered the jacks and the weight came up off the tires. The
j acks pushed agai nst the camber of the road and | evel ed the floors.
Then the engines cut off and the |oud diesel roaring died into the
nount ai n sil ence.

The four drivers vaulted down. They ran to the rear of their trucks
and opened the doors. Reached in and fol ded down short al um num

| adders. Went up inside and flicked switches. The four interiors lit
up with green light. The drivers canme back out. Regrouped and sal uted
the officer.

"Al'l yours, sir," the point man said.

The officer nodded. Pointed to the Chevy.
"Drive back in that," he said. "And forget you were ever here."

The point man sal uted again.

"Understood, sir," he said.

The four drivers wal ked to the Chevy. Their boots were loud in the
silence. They got in the car and fired it up. Turned in the road and
di sappear ed sout h.

Back in his office, Wbster found the Borken profile on his desk and a
visitor waiting for him Geen uniformunder a khaki trenchcoat, maybe
sixty, sixty-five, iron-gray stubble on part of his head, battered
brown | eather briefcase under his arm battered canvas suit carrier on
the floor at his feet.

"I understand you need to talk to ne," the guy said. "I'm Genera
Garber. | was Jack Reacher's CO for a number of years."

Webst er nodded.

"I"'mgoing to Montana," he said. "You can talk to nme there."

"We anticipated that," Garber said. "If the Bureau can fly us out to
Kalispell, the air force will take us on the rest of the way by

hel i copter."

Webst er nodded again. Buzzed through to his secretary. She was
of f-duty.

"Shit," Webster said.
"My driver is waiting," Garber said. "He'll take us out to Andrews."

Webster called ahead fromthe car and the Bureau Lear was waiting



ready. Twenty minutes after |eaving the Wite House Webster was in the
air headi ng west over the center of the city. He wondered if the
president could hear the scream of his engines through his thick

bul I et proof gl ass.

The air force technicians arrived with the satellite trucks an hour
after the command post had been installed. There were two vehicles in
their convoy. The first was sinmilar to the comand post itself; big,

hi gh, boxy, hydraulic jacks at each corner, a short alum num | adder for
access. The second was a long flatbed truck with a big satellite dish
mount ed high on an articul ated mechanism As soon as it was parked and
| evel , the mechani sm ki cked in and swung the dish up to find the

pl anes, seven miles up in the darkening sky. It |ocked on and the
delicate electronics settled down to tracking the noving signals. There
was a continuous motor sound as the dish noved through a subtle arc,
too slowy for the eye to detect. The techs haul ed out a cable the

t hi ckness of a sapling's trunk fromthe flatbed and | ocked it into a
port on the side of the closed truck. Then they swarned up inside and
fired up the nonitors and the recorders.

MG ath hitched a ride with the soldiers in the arnored carrier. They
runbled a mle south and met a waiting Montana State Police cruiser on
the road. The State guy conferred with McG ath and opened his trunk
Pul | ed out a box of red danger flares and an array of tenporary road
signs. The soldiers jogged south and put a pair of flares either side
of a sign reading: Danger, Road Qut. They cane back north and set up a
trio of flares in the center of the blacktop with a sign reading:
Bridge Qut Ahead. Fifty yards farther north, they bl ocked the whole
width of the road with nore flares. They strung Road C osed signs
across behind them Wen the State guy had sl al omed his way back south
and di sappeared, the soldiers took axes fromtheir vehicle and started
felling trees. The arnored carrier nudged them over and pushed them
across the road, engine roaring, tires squealing. It lined themup in
a rough zigzag. A vehicle could get through, but only if it slowed to
a dead crawl and threaded its way past. Two soldiers were posted as
sentries on the shoul ders. The other six rode back north with

MG at h.

Johnson was in the command vehicle. He was in radio contact with
Peterson. The news was bad. The missile unit had been out of radio
contact for nore than eight hours. Johnson had a rule of thunb. He
had learned it by bitter experience in the jungles of Vietnam The
rul e of thumb said: when you' ve lost radio contact with a unit for nore
than ei ght hours, you mark that unit down as a total | oss.

Webster and Garber did not talk during the plane ride. That was
Webster's choice. He was experienced enough as a bureaucrat to know

t hat whatever he heard from Garber, he'd only have to hear all over
again when the full teamwas finally assenbled. So he sat quietly in
the noisy jet whine and read the Borken profile from Quantico. Garber
was | ooki ng questions at him but he ignored them Explain it to
Garber now, and he'd only have to do it all over again for MG ath and
Johnson.

The evening air at Kalispell was cold and gray for the short noisy walk
across the apron to the air force Bell. Garber identified hinmself to
the co-pilot, who dropped a short |adder to the tarmac. Garber and
Webst er scranbl ed up inside and sat where they were told. The co-pil ot
signaled with both hands that they should fasten their harnesses and
that the ride would take about twenty-five mnutes. Wbster nodded and



listened to the beat of the rotor as it lifted themall into the air.

CGeneral Johnson had just finished another long call to the Wite House
when he heard the Bell clattering in. He stood franed in the

conmand- post doorway and watched it put down on the sane gravel
turnout, two hundred yards south. He saw two figures spill out and
crouch away. He saw the chopper lift and yaw and turn south.

He wal ked down and net them hal fway. Nodded to Garber and pulled
Webster to one side.

"Anyt hi ng?" he asked.

Webst er shook his head.

"No change,"” he said. "Wilite House is playing safe. You?"

"Not hi ng, " Johnson sai d.
Webst er nodded. Nothing nore to say.

"What we got here?" he asked.

"Far as the White House knows, nothing," Johnson said. "W've got two
canera planes in the air. Oficially, they're on exercises. W've got
ei ght Marines and an arnored car. They're on exercises too. Their CCs
know where they are, but they don't know exactly why, and they're not

aski ng. "
"You seal ed the road?" Webster asked.
Johnson nodded.

"W're all on our own up here," he said.

TH RTY- FOUR

R BACKER AND HOLLY SAT ALONE I N THE FOREST, BACKS TO TWD adj acent

pi nes, staring at the mound above Jackson's grave. They sat |ike that
until the afternoon light faded and died. They didn't speak. The
forest grew cold. The tine for the decision arrived.

"W're goi ng back," Holly said.

It was a statenent, not a question. A lot of resignation in her voice.
He nade no reply. He was breathing |ow, staring into space, lost in
thought. Reliving in his mind her taste and snell. Her hair and her
eyes. Her lips. The feel of her, strong and lithe and urgent
underneath him

"Nightfall," she said.

"Not just yet," he said.

"W have to," she said. They'll send the dogs after us."

He didn't speak again. Just sat there, eyes |locked into the
di st ance.

There's nowhere el se to go," she said.



He nodded slowy and stood up. Stretched and caught his breath as his
tired nuscles cranped. Helped Holly up and took his jacket down off
the tree and shrugged it on. Left the crowbar lying in the dirt next
to the shovel

"W | eave tonight,"
| ndependence Day."

he said. "Shit's going to hit the fan tonorrow

"Sure, but how?" she asked.

"I don't know yet," he said.

"Don't take risks on ny account," she said.
"You'd be worth it," he said.

"Because of who | an?" she asked.

He nodded.

"Because of who you are," he said. "Not because of who your father is.
O your damm godfather. And no, | didn't vote for him"

She stretched up and ki ssed himon the nouth.

"Take care, Readier," she said.

"Just be ready," he said. "Maybe m dnight."

She nodded. They wal ked the hundred yards south to the rocky outcrop
Turned and wal ked the hundred yards east to the clearing. Cane out of
the woods straight into a semicircle of five guards waiting for them
Four rifles. Center man was Joseph Ray. He was in charge of the
detail, with a dock 17 in his hand.

"She goes back to her room" Ray said. "You go in the punishnent
hut . "

The guards forned up. Two of them stepped either side of Holly. Her
eyes were blazing and they didn't try to take her el bows. Just wal ked
slowy beside her. She turned and gl anced back at Reacher

"See you later, Holly," Reacher call ed.

"Don't you bet on that, Ms Johnson," Joseph Ray said, and | aughed.

He escorted Reacher to the door of the punishment hut. Took out a key
and unl ocked the door. Swung it open. Pushed Reacher through, gun out
and ready. Then he pulled the door closed again and rel ocked it.

The puni shment hut was the sanme size and shape as Borken's command hut.
But it was conpletely enpty. Bare walls, no wi ndows, |ights nmeshed
with heavy wire. On the floor near one end was a perfect square of

yel | ow pai nt, maybe twelve inches by twelve. Apart fromthat the hut
was featurel ess.

"You stand on that square," Ray said.

Reacher nodded. He was familiar with that procedure. Being forced to



stand at attention, hour after hour, never noving, was an effective
puni shment. He had heard about it, time to tinme. Once, he'd seen the
results. After the first few hours, the pain starts. The back goes,
then the agony spreads upward fromthe shins. By the second or third
day, the ankles swell and burst and the thigh bones strike upward and
t he neck coll apses.

"So stand on it," Ray said.

Reacher stepped to the corner of the hut and bent to the floor. Made a
bi g show of brushing the dust away with his hand. Turned and | owered
hi nsel f gently so he was sitting confortably in the angle of the walls.
Stretched his legs out and fol ded his hands behind his head. Crossed
hi s ankl es and snmil ed.

"You got to stand on the square,"” Ray said.

Reacher | ooked at him He had said: believe me, | know tanks. So he
had been a soldier. A grunt, in a nmotorized unit. Probably a |oader
maybe a driver.

"Stand up," Ray said.

Gve a grunt a task, and what's the thing he's nost afraid of? Getting
chewed out by an officer for failing to do it, that's what.

"Stand up, damm it," Ray said.

So either he doesn't fail, or if he does, he conceals it. No grunt in
the history of the world has ever just gone to his officer and said:
couldn't do it, sir.

"I"'mtelling you to stand up, Reacher," Ray said quietly.

If he fails, he keeps it a big secret. Mich better that way.
"You want nme to stand up?" Reacher asked.

"Yeah, stand up," Ray said.

Reacher shook his head.

"You're going to have to nmake nme, Joe," he said.

Ray was thinking about it. It was a reasonably slow thought process.
Its progress was visible in his body |anguage. First the G ock cane
up. Then it went back down. Shooting at the prisoner was its own

admi ssion of failure. It was the sane thing as saying: | couldn't make
himdo it, sir. Then he glanced at his hands. d anced across at
Reacher. d anced away. Unarmed conbat was rejected. He stood there
in a fog of indecision.

"Where did you serve?" Reacher asked him
Ray shrugged.
"Here and there," he said.

"Li ke where and where?" Reacher asked.



"I was in Germany twice," Ray said. "And | was in Desert
Storm"

"Driver?" Reacher asked.

"Loader," Ray answered.

Reacher nodded.

"You boys did a good job," he said. "I was in Desert Storm | saw
what you boys did."

Ray nodded. He took the opening, |ike Reacher knew he would. If you
can't let them beat you, you let themjoin you. Ray noved casually to
his left and sat down on the floor, back agai nst the door, C ock
resting against his thigh. He nodded agai n.

"W whupped them " he said.

"You sure did," Reacher said. "You whupped themreal good. So,
Germany and the desert. You liked it there?"

"Not nuch," Ray said.
"You liked their systens?" Reacher asked.
"What systenms?" Ray asked back

"Their governments," Reacher said. Their laws, their liberties, al
that stuff.”

Ray | ooked nystified.

"Never noticed," he said. "Never paid any attention."

"So how do you know they're better than ours?" Reacher asked.
"Who says they're better?" Ray said.

"You do," Reacher said. "Last night you were telling me how bad it is
here in America. Got to be better everywhere else, right?"

Ray shook his head.

"I never told you that," he said.

"Sois it or isn't it?" Reacher asked.

"I don't know," Ray said. "Probably. Lot of things wong wth
Anerica."”

Reacher nodded.
"Lot of things," he said. "I agree with you. But I'll tell you
something. I1t's better in Anerica than everyplace else. | know
because |'ve been everyplace el se. Everyplace else is worse. A lot
worse. Lot of things wong in Anerica, but plenty nore things wong
everypl ace el se. You guys should think about that."



Ray | ooked across through the gl oom
"You think we're wong?" he asked.

Reacher nodded.

"I know you're wong," he said. "For certain. Al that stuff you were
telling me is bullshit. Al of it. It's not happening."

"It is happening," Ray said. "Beau says so."

"Thi nk about it, Joe," Reacher said. "You were in the service. You

saw how it all operated. You think those guys could organize all that
stuff and keep it a secret? They ever even give you a pair of boots
the right size?"

Ray | aughed.
"Not hardly," he said.

"Right," Reacher said. "So if they can't organi ze your damm boots, how
can they organize all this other stuff Beau is tal king about? \Wat
about these transmitters hidden in all the new cars? You think Detroit
can do all that stuff? They'd be recalling themall because they
didn't work right. You a ganbling man, Joe?"

"Why?" he asked.

"What are the odds?" Reacher said. "Against they could organize a
huge nassive conspiracy like that and keep it all a secret for years
and years?"

A slow smle spread across Ray's face and Reacher saw that he was
losing. Like talking to the wall. Like teaching a chinpanzee to

r ead.

"But they haven't kept it a secret," Ray said triunphantly. "W found
out about it. | told you, Beau's got the proof. He's got the
docunents. It's not a secret at all. That's why we're here. Beau's
right, no doubt about it. He's a smart guy."

Reacher closed his eyes and si ghed.

"You better hope so," he said. "He's going to need to be."

"He's a smart guy," Ray said again. "And he's got staying power. He's
putting us all together. There were a dozen groups up here. Their

| eaders quit and left. All their people cane and joi ned Beau because
they trust him He's a smart guy, Reacher, and he's our only hope
left. You won't change anybody's mind about him You can forget about
that. Far as we're concerned we |love him and we trust himto do
right."

"What about Jackson?" Reacher asked. "You think he did right about
t hat ?"

Ray shrugged.

"Jackson was a spy," he said. "Shit like that happens. Beau's studied
the history. It happened in 1776, right? Redcoats had spies al



over.

W hanged themthen, just the same. Plenty of old | adi es back east got
old oak trees in their front yards, fanmous for being where they strung
up the redcoat spies. Some of them charge you a buck and a half just
to take a look at them | know, | went there once."

"What time is lights-out here?" Reacher asked.
Ten o' clock," Ray said. "Why?"

Reacher paused. Stared at him Thought back over their conversation
Gazed at his lean, nobile face. Looked into his crazy eyes, burning
deep under his brow.

"I got to be soneplace else after lights-out,"” Reacher said.

Ray | aughed agai n.
"And you think I"'mgoing to let you?" he said.

Reacher nodded.

"I'f you want to live," he said.
Ray lifted the pistol off his thigh and pointed it one-handed at
Reacher's head.

"I"'mthe one got the gun here," he said.

"You wouldn't live to pull the trigger," Reacher said.

Trigger's right here," Ray said. "You're all the way over there."

Reacher waved hima listen-up gesture. Leaned forward and spoke
quietly.

"I"'mnot really supposed to tell you this," he said. "But we were
warned we'd nmeet a few guys smarter than the average, and we're

aut horized to explain a couple of things to them if the operationa
circunstances nmake it advisable."

"What circunstances?" Ray asked. "What things?"
"You were right," Reacher said. "Mst of the things you' ve said are
correct. A couple of inaccuracies, but we spread a little

di sinformati on here and there."

"What are you tal king about?" Ray asked.

Reacher | owered his voice to a whisper

"I"'mWorld Arnmy," he said. "Conmander of the advance party. |'ve got
five thousand UN troops in the forest. Russians nostly, a few Chinese.
W' ve been watching you on the satellite surveillance. R ght now,
we've got an X-ray canera on this hut. There's a |aser beam pointed at

your head. Part of the SDI technol ogy."

"You're kidding," Ray said.



Reacher shook his head. Deadly serious.

"You were right about the microchips,"” he said. "Look at this."
He stood up slowy and pulled his shirt up to his chest. Turned
slightly so Ray could see the huge scar on his stonach.

"Bi gger than the nodern ones," he said. The latest ones go in with no
mess at all. The ones we put in the babies. But these old ones work

just the same. The satellites know where | amat all tines, |like you

said. You start to pull that trigger, the |aser bl ows your head

off."

Ray's eyes were burning. He |ooked away from Reacher's scar and
gl anced nervously up at the roof.

"Suis pas american," Reacher said. "Suis un sold at franfais, agent du
gouver nement nondi al de puis plusieurs annees, parti en m ssion
clandestine ily a deux nois. FEfaut evaluer |'elenment de risque que
votre ban de represent par id!

He spoke as fast as he could and ended up sounding exactly |ike an
educat ed Parisian wonman. Exactly like he recalled his dead nother
soundi ng. Ray nodded sl owy.

"You foreign?" he asked.

"French," Reacher said. "W operate international brigades. | said
I'"mhere to check out the degree of risk you people represent to us."

"I saw you shooting," Ray said. "I spotted it. A thousand yards."
"CQuided by satellite,"” Reacher said. "I told you, SD technol ogy,

t hrough the microchip. W can all shoot two miles, perfect score every
tinme."

"Christ," Ray said.

"I need to be out in the open at ten o' clock," Reacher said. "It's a
safety procedure. You got a wife here?"

Ray nodded.
"What about kids?" Reacher asked. "Any of these kids yours?"

Ray nodded agai n.

"Sure," he said. "Two boys."

"If I"'mnot out by ten, they all die," Reacher said. "If | get taken
prisoner, the whole place gets incinerated. Can't afford for ny
mcrochip to get captured. | told themyou guys woul dn't understand

how it works but ny chief said some of you could be smarter than |
t hought. Looks like my chief was right."

Ray nodded proudly and Reacher checked his watch
"It's seven-thirty, right?" he said. "lI'mgoing to sleep two and a

hal f hours. The satellite will wake ne at ten exactly. You wait and
see. "



He | ay back down on the floor and curled his armunder his head. Set
the alarmin his head for two mnutes to ten. Said to hinself: don't
let it fail me tonight.

2R1

THI RTY- FI VE

| REFUSE TO BELIEVE IT," GENERAL GARBER SAID. "He's involved," Wbster
said inreply. That's for damm sure. W got the pictures, clear as

day."

Gar ber shook hi s head.

"I was pronoted lieutenant forty years ago," he said. "Nowl'ma
three-star general. |'ve conmanded thousands of nmen. Tens of
t housands. Got to know nost of themwell. And out of all of them

Jack Reacher is the single least likely man to be involved in a thing
like this."

Garber was sitting ranrod-straight at the table in the nobile command
post. He had shed his khaki raincoat to reveal an old creased uniform
jacket. It was a jacket which bore the accumul ated prizes of a
lifetime of service. It was studded with badges and ribbons. It was
the jacket of a man who had served forty years w thout ever naking a
singl e m st ake.

Johnson was watching himcarefully. Garber's grizzled old head was
still. Hs eyes were calm H s hands were laid confortably on the
table. Hi s voice was firm but quiet. Definite, |ike he was being
asked to defend the proposition that the sky was blue and the grass was
green.

"Show the general the pictures, Mack," Webster said.

McGrat h nodded and opened his envelope. Slid the four stills over the
table to Garber. Garber held each one up in turn, tilted to catch the
green light fromthe overhead. Johnson was watching his eyes. He was
waiting for the flicker of doubt, then the flicker of resignation. He
saw nei t her.

These are open to interpretation,” Garber said.

H s voice was still calm Johnson heard an officer |oyally defending a
favored subordinate. Wbster and McGath heard a policeman of sorts
expressing a doubt. They figured forty years' service had bought the
guy the right to be heard.

"Interpretati on how?" Webster asked.

"Four isolated nonents out of a sequence," Garber said. "They could be
telling us the wong story."

Webst er | eaned over and pointed at the first still.

"He's grabbing her stuff," he said. "Plain as day, Ceneral."

Gar ber shook his head. There was silence. Just electronic hum
t hroughout the vehicle. Johnson saw a flicker of doubt. But it was in



MG ath's eyes, not Garber's. Then Brogan rattled his way up the
| adder. Ducked his head into the truck

"Surveillance tapes, chief," he said. "W've been reviewing the stuff
t he planes got earlier. You should come see it."

He ducked out again and the four nmen glanced at each other and got up.
Wal ked the short distance through the cold evening to the satellite
truck and up the ladder. MIlosevic was in shirt sleeves, bathed in the
blue Iight froma bank of video screens. He shuttled a tape back and
pressed play. Four screens lit up with a perfect clear overhead view
of atiny town. The quality of the picture was magnificent. Like a
perfect novie picture, except filmed vertically downward, not

hori zont al

"Yorke," MIlosevic said. The old courthouse, bottomright. Now
wat ch. "

He hit fast wind and watched the counter. Slowed the tape and hit play
agai n.

This is a mle and a quarter away," he said. The canera tracked
northwest. There's a parade ground, and this rifle range."

The canera had zooned out for a wide view of the area. There were two
clearings with huts to the south and a flat parade ground to the north.
In between was a Il ong narrow scar in the undergrowth, naybe a half-mle
I ong and twenty yards wi de.

The canera zooned right out for a nmonent, to establish the scale, then
it tightened in on a crowd at the eastern end of the range. Then it
tightened farther to a small knot of people standing on sonme brown
matting. There were four nen clearly visible. And one worman. GCenera
Johnson gasped and stared at his daughter

"When was this?" he asked.
"Few hours ago," Mlosevic said. "She's alive and well."

He froze the picture and tapped his fingernail four tines on the
gl ass.
"Readier," he said. "Stevie Stewart. W figure this one is Cdel

Fow er. And the fat guy is Beau Borken. Matches his file photo from
California."

Then he hit play again. The canera held steady on the matting, from
seven mles up in the sky. Borken pressed his bulk to the floor and
lay nmotionless. Then a silent puff of dust was seen under the nmuzzle
of his rifle.

They're shooting a little over eight hundred yards," M osevic said.

"Some kind of a conpetition, | guess.”

They wat ched Borken's five final shots, and then Reacher picked up his
rifle.

That's a Barrert," Garber said.

Reacher lay nmotionless and then fired six silent shots, well spaced.



The crowd milled around, and eventually Reacher was lost to sight in
the trees to the south.

"OK," Webster said. "How do you want to interpret that, Cenera
Gar ber ?"

Gar ber shrugged. A dogged expression on his face.

"He's one of them no doubt about it," Webster said. "D d you see his
clothes? He was in uniform Showi ng off on the range? Wuld they
give hima uniformand a rifle to play with if he wasn't one of their
own?"

Johnson spool ed the tape back and froze it. Looked at Holly for a |ong
monent. Then he wal ked out of the trailer. Called over his shoul der
to Webster.

"Director, we need to go to work," he said. "I want to nmake a
contingency plan well ahead of time. No reason for us not to be ready
for this."

Webster followed himout. Brogan and M1 osevic stayed at the video
console. MG ath was watching Garber. Garber was staring at the bl ank
screen.

"I still don't believe it," he said.
He turned and saw McGrath | ooking at him Nodded hi mout of the
trailer. The two men wal ked together into the silence of the night.

"I can't prove it to you," Garber said. "But Reacher is on our side.
"1l absolutely guarantee that, personally."

"Doesn't |ook that way," McGath said. "He's the classic type. Fits
our standard profile perfectly. Unenployed ex-mlitary, malcontent,
di sl ocat ed chil dhood, probably full of all kinds of grievances."

Gar ber shook his head.

"He's none of those things," he said. "Except unenployed ex-nilitary.
He was a fine officer. Best | ever had. You' re nmaking a big

m st ake. "

MG ath saw the | ook on Garber's face.
"So you'd trust hinP" he asked. "Personally?"
Gar ber nodded griny.

"Wth ny life," he said. "I don't know why he's there, but | promse
you he's clean, and he's going to do what needs doing, or he's going to
die trying."

Exactly six miles north, Holly was trusting to the same instinct. They
had taken her di sassenbl ed bed away, and she was lying on the thin
mattress on the floorboards. They had taken the soap and the shanpoo
and the towel fromthe bathroomas a punishment. They had left the
smal | pool of blood fromthe dead woman's head untouched. It was there
on the floor, a yard from her makeshift bed. She guessed they thought
it would upset her. They were wong. It nmade her happy. She was



happy to watch it dry and bl acken. She was thinking about Jackson and
staring at the stain like it was a Rorschach blot telling her: you're
com ng out of the shadow now, Holly.

Webst er and Johnson cane up with a fairly sinple contingency plan. It
depended on geography. The exact sane geography they assuned had
tenpted Borken to choose Yorke as the location for his bastion. Like
all plans based on geography, it was put together using a map. Like
all plans put together using a map, it was only as good as the map was
accurate. And |like nost maps theirs was way out of date.

They were using a |l arge-scale map of Montana. Mst of its information
was reliable. The main features were correct. The western obstacle
was plain to see.

"We assume the river is inpassable, right?" Wbster said.

"Right," Johnson agreed. The spring nelts are going to be in ful
flow Nothing we can do there before Monday. Wen we get sone
equi pnent . "

The roads were shown in red |ike a man had placed his right hand
pal m down on the paper. The small towns of Kalispell and Whitefish
nestl ed under the palm Roads fanned out |like the four fingers and the
thunb. The index finger ran up through a place called Eureka to the
Canadi an border. The thunmb ran out northwest through Yorke and stopped
at the old mnes. That thunmb was now anputated at the first knuckle.

They assune you'll come up the road," Johnson said. "So you won't.
You'll |oop east to Eureka and conme in through the forest."

He ran his pencil down the thunb and across the back of the hand. Back
up the index finger and stopped it at Eureka. Fifty mles of forest

| ay between Eureka and Yorke. The forest was represented on the map by
a large green stain. Deep and wi de. They knew what that green stain
meant. They could see what it meant by | ooking around them The area
was covered in virgin forest. It ran ranpant up and down the
nmount ai nsi des. Mst places the vegetation was so dense a man coul d
barely squeeze between the tree trunks. But the green stain to the
east of Yorke was a national forest. Owmed and operated by the Forest
Service. The green stain showed a web of threads running through it.
Those threads were Forest Service tracks.

"I can get ny people here in four hours,” Wbster said. The hostage
rescue team On ny own initiative, if it comes to it."

Johnson nodded.

They can wal k right through the woods,"
t hr ough. "

he said. "Probably drive right

Webst er nodded.

"We called the Forest guys," he said. They're bringing us a detailed

pl an."
"Perfect,"” Johnson said. "If things turn bad, you call your teamin,
send themdirect to Eureka, we'll all nake a little noise on the

southern flank, and they nuscle in straight through fromthe east."



Webst er nodded again. The contingency plan was made. Until the

Nati onal Forests guy came up the short alum num | adder into the comrand
post. MGath brought himinside with M| osevic and Brogan. Webster
made the introductions and Johnson asked the questions. Straight away
the Forest guy started shaking his head.

Those tracks don't exist," he said. "At |east, nmost of themdon't."

Johnson pointed to the map.
"They're right here," he said.

The Forest guy shrugged. He had a thick book of topographical plans
under his arm He opened it up to the correct page. Laid it over the
map. The scale was nmuch larger, but it was obvious the web of threads
was a different shape

"Mapnakers know there are tracks,"”
t hem any ol d pl ace.™

the guy said. "So they just show

"OK," Johnson said. "W'IlIl use your naps."
The Forest guy shook his head.

These are wong, too," he said. They m ght have been right at sone
stage, but they're wong now W spent years closing off nobst of these
tracks. Had to stop the bear hunters getting in. Environmentalists
made us do it. W bulldozed tons of dirt into the openings of nost of
the through tracks. Ripped up a lot of the others. They'll be totally
over grown by now. "

"OK, so which tracks are closed?" Wbster asked. He had turned the
pl an and was studying it.

"We don't know," the guy said. "W didn't keep very accurate records.
Just sent the bulldozers out. W caught a lot of guys closing the
wrong tracks, because they were nearer, or not closing themat all,
because that was easier. The whole thing was a ness."

"So is there any way through?" Johnson asked.

The Forest guy shrugged.

"Maybe, " he said. "Maybe not. No way of knowi ng, except to try it.
Coul d take a couple of nonths. |If you do get through, keep a record
and | et us know, OK?"

Johnson stared at him

"Let me get this straight,"” he said. "You' re the damm Forest Service
and you want us to tell you where your own tracks are?"

The guy nodded.

"That's about the size of it," he said. "Like I told you, our records
are lousy. The way we figured it, who the hell would ever care?"

The general's aide wal ked hi m back to the roadbl ock. There was sil ence
in the cormand vehicle. MG ath and Brogan and M| osevic studied the
nap.



"We can't get through, they can't get through," McGath said. "W've
got thembottled up. W need to start exploiting that."

"How?" \\bster said.

"Control them" MGath said. "W already control their road. W can
control their power and their tel ephone line, too. The lines nore or
less follow the road. Separate spurs up out of Kalispell. W should
cut the phone line so it termnates right here, in this vehicle. Then
they can't comunicate with anybody except us. Then we tell them we
control their power. Threaten to cut it off if they don't

negoti ate. "

"You want a negotiation?" Johnson asked.

"I want a stalling tactic,” McGath said. "Until the Wite House
| oosens up."

Webst er nodded.

"OK, do it," he said. "Call the phone conpany and get the line run in
here.”

"I already did," MGath said. "They'll do it first thing in the
nor ni ng. "

Webst er yawned. Checked his watch. Gestured to M| osevic and

Br ogan.

"We should get a sleeping rota going," he said. "You two turn in
first. We'Ill sleep two shifts, call it four hours at a tine."

M | osevic and Brogan nodded. Looked happy enough about it.
"See you later," MGath said. "Sleep tight."

They left the trailer and closed the door quietly. Johnson was stil
fiddling with the map. Twisting it and turning it on the table.

"Can't they do the phone thing faster?" he asked. "Like tonight?"

Webst er thought about it and nodded. He knew fifty per cent of any
battle is keeping the command structure harnonious.

"Call them again, Mack," he said. "Tell themwe need it now "

MG ath called them again. He used the phone at his elbow Had a
short conversation which ended with a chuckl e.

"They're sending the enmergency linemen," he said. "Should be done in a
couple of hours. But we'll get an invoice for it. | told themto send
it to the Hoover Building. The guy asked me where that was."

He got up and waited in the doorway. Johnson and Webster stayed at the
table. They huddl ed together over their map. They | ooked at the
southern ravine. It had been forned a mllion years ago when the earth
shattered under the weight of a billion tons of ice. They assuned it
was accurately represented on paper



THI RTY- SI X

REACHER WOKE UP EXACTLY TWDO M NUTES BEFORE TEN O CLOCK. He did it in
his normal way, which was to come round quickly, notionless, no change
in his breathing. He felt his armcurled under his head and opened his
eyes the smallest fraction possible. The other side of the punishnent
hut, Joseph Ray was still sitting against the door. The O ock was on
the floor beside him He was checking his watch

Reacher counted off ninety seconds in his head. Ray was gl anci ng

bet ween the roof of the hut and his watch. Then he | ooked across at

Reacher. Reacher snapped upright in one fluid nmovenent. Pressed his
pal m agai nst his ear like he was listening to a secret comunication

Ray's eyes were wi de. Reacher nodded and stood up

"OK," he said. "Open the door, Joe."

Ray took out the key fromhis pocket. Unlocked the door. It swung
open.

"You want to take the O ock?" Ray asked.

He held the gun out, butt first. Anxiety in his eyes. Reacher sniled.
He had expected nothing |l ess. Ray was dunb, but not that dunmb. He had
been given two and a half hours to scope it out. This was a fina

test. If he took the gun, he was bullshitting. He was certain it was

unl oaded and the clip was in Ray's pocket.

"Don't need it," Reacher said. "W've got the whole place covered.
got weapons at ny disposal nmore powerful than a nine-mllineter
bel i eve nme, Joe."

Ray nodded and strai ghtened up
"Don't forget the |aser beans," Reacher said. "You step out of this
hut, you're a dead man. Nothing | can do about that right now Vous
conprenez, nmon am ?'

Ray nodded again. Reacher slipped out into the night. Ray swung the
door closed. Reacher backtracked silently and waited around the corner
of the hut. Knelt down and found a small rock. Hefted it in his hand
and waited for Ray to follow him

He didn't come. Reacher waited eight nminutes. Long experience had
taught him if they don't cone after six mnutes, they aren't com ng at
all. People think in five-mnute segnents, because of the way cl ocks
are laid out. They say: I'Il wait five mnutes. Then, because they're
cautious, they add another mnute. They think it's smart. Reacher
waited the first five, then the extra one, then added two nore for the
sake of safety. But Ray didn't come. He wasn't going to.

Reacher avoided the clearing. He kept to the trees. He skirted the
area in the forest. Ignored the beaten earth paths. He wasn't worried
about the dogs. They weren't out. Fow er had tal ked about nountain
lions roam ng. Nobody |eaves dogs out at night where there are
mountain lions on the prow. That's a sure way of having no dogs |eft

i n the norning.

He nade a conplete circuit of the Bastion, hidden in the trees. The
lights were all out and the whole place was still and silent. He



waited in the trees behind the nmess hall. The kitchen was a square
hut, awkwardly connected to the back of the main structure. There were
no lights on, but the door was open, and the woman who had served him
breakfast was waiting in the shadows. He watched her fromthe trees.
He waited five minutes. Then six. No other nmovenent anywhere. He
tossed his small rock onto the path to her left. She junped at the
sound. He called softly. She cane out of the shadows. Alone. She
wal ked over to the trees. He took her el bow and pulled her back into

t he darkness.

"How did you get out of there?" she whispered to him

It was inpossible to tell how old she was. Maybe twenty-five, maybe
forty-five. She was a handsome woman, |ean, |ong straight hair, but
careworn and worried. A flicker of spirit and resilience underneath.
She woul d have been confortable a hundred years ago, stumbling down the
Oregon trail.

"How di d you get out?" she whispered again.

"I wal ked out the door," Reacher whispered back
The wonman just | ooked at him bl ankly.
"You' ve got to help us," she whispered.

Then she stopped and wung her hands and tw sted her head |l eft and
right, peering into the dark, terrified.

"Hel p how?" he asked. "Wy?"

They're all crazy," the woman said. "You've got to help us."”
"How?" he asked again.

She just grinmaced, arns held wide, like it was obvious, or like she
didn't know where to start, or how

"From t he begi nning," he said.
She nodded, tw ce, swallow ng, collecting herself.
"Peopl e have di sappeared,"” she said.

"What peopl e?" he asked. "How did they disappear?"

They just disappeared,” she said. "It's Borken. He's taken over
everything. It's a long story. Mst of us were up here with other
groups, just surviving on our own, with our famlies, you know? | was

with the Northwestern Freemen. Then Borken started coning around,
tal ki ng about unity. He fought and argued. The other |eaders

di sagreed with his views. Then they just started di sappearing. They
just left. Borken said they couldn't stand the pace. They just

di sappeared. So he said we had to join with him Said we had no
choice. Some of us are nmore or |less prisoners here."

Reacher nodded.

"And now t hings are happening up at the mnes," she said.



"What things?" he asked her

"I don't know," she said. "Bad things, | guess. W're not allowed to
go up there. They're only a mle up the road, but they're off limts.
Sonet hi ng was going on there today. They said they were all working in
the south, on the border, but when they canme back for lunch, they cane
fromthe north. | saw them fromthe kitchen wi ndow. They were sniling
and | aughi ng."

"Who?" Reacher asked.

G0
"Borken and the ones he trusts,"” she said. "He's crazy. He says
they' Il attack us when we decl are i ndependence and we have to fight

back. Starting tonorrow. We're all scared. W got families, you
know? But there's nothing we can do. You oppose him and you either
get bani shed, or he raves at you until you agree with him Nobody can
stand up to him He controls us, totally."

Reacher nodded again. The woman sagged against him Tears were on her
cheeks.

"And we can't win, can we?" she said. "Not if they attack us. There's
only a hundred of us, trained up. W can't beat an arny with a hundred
people, can we? W're all going to die."

Her eyes were wi de and white and desperate. Reacher shrugged. Shook
his head and tried to make his voice sound cal mand reassuring.

"It'"ll be a siege," he said. That's all. A stand-off. They'l

negotiate. |It's happened before. And it'll be the FBI, not the arny.
The FBI know how to do this kind of a thing. You'll all be OK They
won't kill you. They won't cone here looking to kill anybody. That's

just Borken's propaganda.”
"Live free or die," she said. That's what he keeps saying."

The FBI will handle it," he said again. "Nobody's |ooking to kil
you. "

The wonman cl anped her |ips and screwed her wet eyes shut and shook her
head wildly.

"No, Borken will kill us," she said. "He'll do it, not them Live
free or die, don't you understand? |If they come, he'll kill us all. O
el se he'll make us all kill ourselves. Like a mass suicide thing.

He'll make us do it, | know he will."

Reacher just stared at her.

"I heard themtalking," she said. "Whispering about it all the tine,
maki ng secret plans. They said wonmen and children would die. They
said it was justifiable. They said it was historic and inportant. They
said the circunstances demanded it."

"You heard then?”" Reacher asked. "When?"

"Al'l the time," she whispered again. They're al ways naki ng pl ans.
Borken and the ones he trusts. Wnen and children have to die, they



said. They're going to make us kill ourselves. Mass suicide. Qur
famlies. Qur children. At the m nes.

I think they're going to make us go in the mnes and kill ourselves."

He stayed in the woods until he was well north of the parade ground.
Then he tracked east until he saw the road, running up out of Yorke. It
was pot hol ed and rough, gleamng gray in the moonlight. He stayed in

t he shadow of the trees and followed it north.

The road wound up a nountainside in tight hairpin bends. A sure sign
it led to something worthwhile, otherwi se the | abor consunmed in its
construction woul d have been neani ngl ess. After a mle of w nding and
a thousand feet of elevation, the final curve gave out onto a bow the
size of a deserted stadium It was part natural, part blasted, hanging
there in the belly of the giant peaks. The back walls of the bow were
sheer rock faces. There were senicircular holes blasted into them at
intervals. They |ooked Iike giant nmouse holes Sone of them had been
built out with waste rock, to provide sheltered entrances. Two of the
entrances had been enlarged into giant stone sheds, roofed with

ti nber.

The bow was floored with | oose shale. There were piles of earth and
spoi |l everywhere. Ragged weeds and saplings were forcing their way

t hrough. Readier could see the rusted remains of rail tracks, starting
nowhere and running a few yards. He squatted against a tree, well back
in the woods, and wat ched.

There was not hi ng happening. The whol e pl ace was deserted and silent.
Quieter than silent. It had that total absence of sound that gets left
behi nd when a busy place is abandoned. The natural sounds were |ong
gone. The swaying trees cleared, the rushing streanms diverted, the
rustling vegetation burned off, replaced by clattering machi nes and
shouting nen. Then when the men and the nmachi nes | eave, there is
nothing left behind to replace their noise. Reacher strained his ears
but heard nothing at all. Silent as the noon.

He stayed in the woods. To approach fromthe south meant to approach
uphill. He skirted around to the west and gai ned an extra hundred feet
of height. Paused and | ooked down into the bow froma new

per specti ve.

Still nothing. But there had been sonething. Some recent activity.
The nmoonl i ght was showi ng vehicle tracks in the shale. There was a
mess of ruts in and out of one of the stone sheds. A couple of years
worth. The nmotor pool. There were newer ruts into the other stone
shed. The bigger shed. Bigger ruts. Sonebody had driven sone |arge
vehicles into that shed. Recently.

He scranbl ed down out of the woods and onto the shale. His shoes on
the small flat stones sounded like rifle shots in the silent night. The
crunch of his steps canme back off the sheer walls |ike thunder. He
felt tiny and exposed, like a man in a bad dream wal ki ng naked across a
football field. He felt like the surroundi ng nountains were a huge
cromd in the bleachers, staring silently at him He stopped behind a
pile of rock and squatted and listened. The echo of his footsteps
crashed and died into silence. He heard nothing. Just a total absence
of sound.

He crept noisily to the doors of the smaller shed. Up close, it was a



big structure. Probably built to shelter giant machi nes and punpi ng
engi nes. The doors were twelve feet high. They were built out of
peel ed | ogs, strapped together with iron. They were |like the sides of
a |l og house, hinged into a nountai nside.

There was no lock. It was hard to inagi ne how there could have been

No | ock Reacher had ever seen could have matched the scal e of those
doors. He put his back against the right-hand door and | evered the

| eft-hand one open a foot. The iron hinge noved easily on a thick film
of grease. He slid sideways through the gap and stepped inside.

It was pitch dark. He could see nothing. He stood and waited for his
night vision to build. But it never canme. Your eyes can open w der

and wi der, wide as they can get, but if there's no light at all, you
won't see anything. He could snmell a strong snell of danp and decay.
He coul d hear the silence vani shing backward into the nountain, |ike

there was a | ong chanber or tunnel in front of him He noved inward,
hands held out in front of himlike a blind man.

He found a vehicle. Hi s shin hit the front fender before his hands hit
the hood. It was high. A truck or a pickup. Cvilian. Snooth gl oss
autonotive spray. Not nmatt mlitary paint. He trailed his fingers
round the edge of the hood. Down the side. A pickup. He felt his way
around the back and up the other side. Felt for the driver's door

Unl ocked. He opened it. The courtesy light blazed like a

m | lion-candl epower searchlight. Bizarre shadows were thrown al

around. He was in a giant cavern. It had no back. It opened right
into the hillside. The rock roof sloped down and becanme a narrow
excavated seam running far out of sight.

He reached into the pickup cab and switched the headlights on. The
beams were reflected off the rock. There were a dozen vehicl es parked
in neat lines. dd sedans and pickups. Surplus jeeps with crude
canoufl age. And the white Ford Econoline with the holes in the roof.
It | ooked sad and abandoned after its epic journey from Chicago. Wrn
out and low on its springs. There were workbenches with old tools
hangi ng above them Cans of paint and drums of oil. Bald tires in
piles and rusted tanks of wel ding gas.

He searched the nearest vehicles. Keys in all of them A flashlight
in the glove box of the third sedan he checked. He took it. Stepped
back to the pickup and killed its headlights. Walked back to the big
wooden doors and out into the night.

He waited and listened. Nothing. He swung the notor-pool door closed
and set off for the |larger shed. A hundred yards across the noi sy
shale. The larger shed had the same type of |og doors. Even bigger
And they were | ocked. The |ock was the crudest thing he had ever seen.
It was an old warped log laid across two iron brackets and chained into
pl ace. The chains were fastened with two bi g padl ocks. Reacher
ignored them No need to fiddle with the padl ocks. He could see that
the warp in the old log would let himin.

He forced the doors apart where they met at the bottom The curve in
the log in the brackets let themgap by about a foot. He put his arns
i nside, then his head, then his shoulders. He scrabbled with his feet
and pushed his way through. Stood up inside and flicked the flashlight
on.

It was another giant cavern. Sanme darkness. Same strong snell of danp



and decay. Same sloping roof running backward to a | ow seam The sane
hush, like all the sound was sucki ng back deep into the nountain. The
same purpose. A vehicle store. But these vehicles were all identical
Five of them Five current-issue US arny trucks. Marked with the
white stencils of the arny air artillery. Not new trucks, but

wel | - mai nt ai ned. Neat canvas siding at the rear

Reacher wal ked around to the back of the first truck. Stepped up onto
the towhitch and | ooked over the tailgate. Enpty. It had slatted
wooden benches running forward al ong each side. A troop carrier
Reacher couldn't begin to count the mles he'd travel ed on benches |ike
t hose, swaying, staring at the steel floor, waiting to get where he was

goi ng.
The steel floor was stained. At odds with the clean exterior. There

Oi were black stains on the floor. Some kind of a thick Iiquid,
dried into pools. Readier stared at them Couldn't begin to count the
nunber of stains like that he'd seen. He junped down and ran to the
second vehicle. Stepped up and leaned in with the flashlight.

There were no benches in the rear of the second vehicle. |nstead,
there were racks bolted to both sides. Precisely constructed racks,

wel ded up out of angle-iron and fitted with steel clips and thick
rubber pads to hold their delicate cargo. The left hand rack held five
m ssile launchers. Slimsteel tubes, six feet long, dull black netal
with a |l arge box of electronics and an open sight and a pistol grip
bolted to the forward end. Five of them precisely parallel, neatly

al i gned.

The right hand rack held twenty-five Stinger missiles. Inches apart,
side by side in their rubber mountings, control surfaces fol ded back
ready to load. Dull alloy, with batch nunbers stenciled on, and a
broad band of garish orange paint wapping the fuel section

He ran to the other three trucks. Each was the sane. Five |aunchers,
twenty-five nmssiles. A total of twenty |aunchers and one hundred
mssiles. The entire ordnance requirenent of a whole air artillery
mobile unit. A unit which depl oyed twenty nen. He wal ked back to the
first truck and stared in at the blood on the floor. Then he heard the
rats. At first he thought it was footsteps outside on the shale. He
snapped the flashlight off. Then he realized the sounds were nearer
and behind him There were rats scuffling at the rear of the cavern

He Iit the flashlight up again and jogged into the cave and found the
twenty men.

They were heaped into a large pile of corpses just before the roof got
too low for a man to stand. Twenty dead soldiers. A hell of a mess.
They had all been shot in the back. Reacher could see that. They had
been standing together in a group sonmewhere, and they had been nmown
down with heavy machine gun fire fromthe rear. He bent and grunted
and turned a couple of themover. Not the toughest guys he'd ever
seen. Docile, reservist types, deployed to a |lonely base deep inside
friendly territory. Anbushed and nurdered for their weapons.

But how? He knew how. An old ground-to-air unit, nearing

obsol escence, stationed in the far north of Montana. A leftover from
Col d War paranocia. Certainly due for deconm ssioning. Probably
already in the process of decomm ssioning. Probably on its way south
to Peterson in Colorado. Final orders probably transmitted in clear by



radio. He remenbered the radio scanner back in the conmunications hut.
The operator beside it, patiently turning the dial. He inmagined the
recall order being accidentally intercepted, the operator running to
Bor ken, Borken's bloated face lighting up with an opportunistic snile.
Then some hasty planning and a brutal anmbush sonewhere in the hills.
Twenty men shot down, thrown into their own truck, piled into this
cavern. He stood and gazed at the appalling sight. Then he snapped
the flashlight off again.

Because he had been right about the noise. It was the noise of
footsteps on the shale outside. He heard them again. They were
getting closer. They were building to a deafening crunching sound in
the night. They were heading straight for the shed. On the shale, no
way of telling how many people there were.

He heard them stop outside the massive doors. Heard the jingle of
keys. Heard the padlocks rattle. The chains were pulled off and the
log lifted aside. The doors sagged open. He dropped to the ground.
Lay face down and pressed hinself up against the pile of cold and
00zi ng bodi es.

Four feet. Two voices. Voices he knew well. Fow er and Borken
Tal king quietly, wal king confidently. Reacher let his body sag agai nst
the pile. A rat ran over his hand.

"Did he say when?" Fow er was asking.
H s voice was suddenly | oud agai nst the rock

"First thing tonorrow norning," Borken was saying. "Phone conpany
starts its linemen when? About eight o' clock? Mybe seven-thirty?"

"Let's be cautious," Fowl er said. "Let's call it seven-thirty. First
thing they do is cut the line."

They had flashlights. The beans flicked and swng as they wal ked.

"No problem" Borken said. "Seven o'clock here is nine o' clock on the
East Coast. Perfect timng. W'Il do it at seven. DC first, then New
York, then Atlanta. Should be all done by ten past. Ten m nutes that
shook the world, right? Twenty mnutes to spare.”

They stopped at the second truck. Unbolted the tailboard. It cane
down with a loud netallic clang.

Then what ?" Fow er asked.

"Then we wait and see," Borken replied. "Right now, they've only got
ei ght Marines up here. They don't know what to do. They're not sure
about the forest. Wite House is pussyfooting, |ike we thought. G ve
them twel ve hours for a decision, they can't try anything before dark
tomorrow, earliest. And by then this place will be way down their |ist
of priorities.”

They were leaning into the truck. Their voices were muffled by the
t hi ck canvas si di ng.

"Does he need the nmssile as well?" Fow er asked.

"Just the launcher," Borken answered. "It's in the electronic part."



Readi er | ay anmong the scuffling rats and heard the sound of the clips
bei ng undone. Then the squeak of the rubber as a | auncher cane out of
its mountings. Then the rattle of the tailgate bolts ranm ng hone. The
footsteps receded. The flashlight beans flicked back toward the

doors.

The hi nges creaked and the bul ky tinmber doors thunped shut. Reacher
heard the | auncher being laid gently on the shale and the gasps as the
two nen lifted the old I og back into the brackets. The rattle of the
chain and the click of the padl ocks. The crunch of the footsteps
crossing the shale.

He rolled away fromthe corpses and hit out at a rat. Caught it with
an angry backhand and sent it squealing off into the dark. He sat up
and waited. Walked slowy to the door. Listened hard. Wited six
m nutes. Put his hands into the gap at the bottom of the doors and
pul l ed them apart.

They woul dn't nove nore than an inch. He laid his palms flat on the
snoot h tinbers and bunched up his shoul ders and heaved. They were rock
solid. Like trying to push over a tree. He tried for a mnute. He
was straining like a weightlifter. The doors were jamed. Then he
suddenly realized why. They had put the warped old | og back in the
brackets the other way around. The curve pointing in toward him not
out away fromhim C anping the doors with extra efficiency, instead
of allowi ng the foot of |oose novenent it had all owed before.

He pictured the log as he had seen it. Mre than a foot thick, warped,
but dried like iron. Curving away, it was no problem Curving in, it
woul d be i mMmovable. He glanced at the arny trucks. Gave it up. There
was no space to hit the doors with any kind of monmentum  The truck
woul d be pressing on themwi th all the torque of a big diesel engine,
but it wouldn't be enough. He couldn't imagine how nmuch force it would
take to shatter that old |og.

He t hought about using a missile. Gave it up. Too noisy and it

woul dn't work anyway. They didn't armthenselves until they were
thirty feet into the air. And they only carried six and a half pounds
of explosive. Enough to smash a jet engine in flight, but six and a
hal f pounds of expl osive against those old tinbers would be Iike
scratching at themwith a nail file He was trapped inside, and Holly
was waiting.

It was not in his nature to panic. Never had been. He was a cal m nan
and his long training had made himcal mer. He had been taught to
assess and evaluate, and to use pure force of will to prevail. You're
Jack Readier, he had been told. You can do anything. First his nother
had told him then his father, then the quiet deadly nen in the
training schools. And he had believed them

But, at the sane tine, he hadn't believed them Part of his mind

al ways said: you've just been lucky. A ways lucky. And, in the quiet
times, he would sit and wait for his luck to run out. He sat on the
stony ground with his back against the tinbers of the door and asked
hinsel f: has it run out now?

He flicked the flashlight beam around the cavern. The rats were
staying away fromhim They were interested in the darkness in back
They' re deserting me, he thought. Deserting the sinking ship. Then



his mind clicked in again. No, they're interested in the tunnels, he
t hought. Because tunnels | ead places. He remenbered the giant nouse
hol es bl asted into the rock face, north wall of the bow. Maybe al

i nterconnected by these narrow seans in back

He ran back into the depth of the cavern, past the trucks, past the
grot esque heap of corpses. Back to where he could no longer stand. A
rat di sappeared into the seamto his left. He dropped to his stomach
and flicked the flashlight on. Craw ed after it.

He crawmed into a skeleton. He scrabbled with his feet and cane face
to face with a grinning skull. And another. There were four or five
skel etons jamred into the excavated seam Junbled bones in a pile. He
gasped in shock and backed off a foot. Looked carefully. Used the
flashlight close up.

All males. He could see that fromthe five pelvises. The skulls

showed gunshot wounds. All in the tenples. Neat entry wounds, neat
exit holes. Jacketed high-velocity handgun bullets. Fairly recent,
certainly within a year. The flesh hadn't decayed. It had been eaten

off. He could see the parallel scrape narks on the bones from rodent
teet h.

The bones were all disturbed. The rats had haul ed them away to eat.
There were scraps of clothing material here and there. Sonme of the

ri bcages were still covered. Rats don't disturb clothing much. Not on
the torso. Wy should they? They eat their way in through the inside.
The soft parts first. They cone to the ribs fromthe back

The clothing material was khaki and olive green. Sone black and gray
canoufl age. Reacher saw a colored thread. Traced it back to a

shoul der flash hidden under a gnawed shoul der blade. It was a curved
felt badge enbroidered in silk. It said: Northwestern Freenmen. He
pul l ed at the skeleton's jacket. The ribcage collapsed. The breast
pocket had three chrom um stars punched through

Reacher nade a thorough search, lying on his stomach, up to his arnpits
in bones. He pieced together five separate uniforms. He found two
nore badges. One said: Wite Christian Identity. The other said:

Mont ana Constitutional MIlitia. He lined up the five splintered
skull's. Checked the teeth. He was |ooking at five nen, m ddl e-aged,
maybe between forty and fifty. Five |leaders. The |eaders who had

di sappeared. The | eaders who could not stand the pace. The |eaders
who had abandoned their nmenbers to Beau Borken

The roof was too |ow for Reacher to clinb over the bones. He had to
push them asi de and crawl through them The rats showed no interest.
These bones were picked clean. Their new feast |ay back inside the
cavern. They swarnmed back in that direction. He held the flashlight
out in front of himand pushed on into the nmountain against the
squeal ing tide.

He lost his sense of direction. He hoped he was going roughly west,

but he couldn't tell. The roof came down to a couple of feet. He was
craw i ng through an ol d geol ogi cal seam excavated |long ago for its
ore. The roof came down even nore. Down to a foot and a half. It was

cold. The seamnarrowed. His arnms were out in front of him The seam
became too narrow to pull them back. He was crawling down a slimrock
tube, a billion tons of mountain above him no idea where he was goi ng.
And the flashlight was failing. The battery was spent. Its light was



fading to a dull orange gl ow

He was breathing hard. And shaking. Not fromexertion. From dread.
Fromterror. This was not what he had expected. He had visualized a
stroll down a spaci ous abandoned gallery. Not this narrow crack in the
rock. He was pushing hinself head-first into his worst chil dhood
nightmare. He was a guy who had survived nost things, and he was a guy
who was rarely afraid. But he had known since his early boyhood that
he was terrified of being trapped in the dark in a space too small to
turn his giant frame. Al his danp chil dhood ni ght mares had been about
being closed into tight spaces. He lay on his stomach and screwed his
eyes shut. Lay and panted and gagged. Forced the air in and out

t hrough his clamping throat. Then he inched hinmself slowy onward into
t he ni ght mar e.

The glow fromthe flashlight finally died a hundred yards into the
tunnel. The darkness was total. The seamwas narrowi ng. |t was
pushi ng his shoul ders down. He was forcing hinmself into a space that
was way too small for him H's face was forced sideways. He fought to
stay calm He renenbered what he had said to Borken: people were
smal l er then. Scrappy little guys, nmigrating west, seeking their
fortune in the bowels of the mountain. People half the size of

Reacher, squirning al ong, maybe on their backs, chipping the bright
veins out of the rock roof.

He was using the dead flashlight Iike a blind man uses a white cane. It
smashed on solid rock two feet ahead of his face. He heard the tinkle
of glass over the rasping of his breath. He struggled ahead and felt
with his hands. A solid wall. The tunnel went no farther. He tried
to nove backward. He couldn't nove at all. To push hinself backward
with his hands, he had to raise his chest to get |everage. But the roof
was too lowto let himdo that. H's shoulders were janmed up hard
against it. He could get no |l everage. H's feet could push him
forward, but they couldn't pull himbackward. He went rigid with
panic. His throat clanped solid. H's head hit the roof and his cheek
hit the grit floor. He fought a scream by breathing fast.

He had to go back. He hooked his toes into the grit. Turned his hands
i nward and planted his thunbs on the floor. Pulled with his toes and
pushed with his thunbs. He noved backward a fraction and then the rock
cl anped hard against his sides. To slide his weight backward, his
shoul der nuscl es were bunching and janmm ng agai nst the rock. He
breathed out and let his arnms go linp. Pulled with his toes. They
scrabbl ed uselessly in the grit. He

hel ped themwith his thunbs. H's shoul ders bunched and jamed agai n.
He jerked his hips fromside to side. He had a couple of inches spare.
He smashed his hands into the shal e and heaved backward. Hi s body
jamred solid, like a wedge in a door. He tilted sideways and banged
his cheek on the roof. Jerked back down and caught his other cheek on
the floor. The rock was crushing in on his ribs. This time, he
couldn't fight the scream He had to let it go. He opened his nmouth
and wailed in terror. The air in his lungs crushed his chest agai nst
the floor and his back against the roof.

He couldn't tell if his eyes were open or shut. He pushed forward with
his feet and regained the inch he'd noved back. He stretched with his
arms. Felt up ahead again. His shoulders were janmred so tight he
couldn't nove his hands through much of an angle. He spread his
fingers and scrabbled themleft and right, up and down. Solid rock



ahead. No way to go forward. No way to nove backward.

He was going to die trapped inside the nountain. He knewit. The rats
knew it. They were sniffing up behind him Coming closer. He felt
themat his feet. He kicked out and sent them squealing away. But
they came back. He felt their weight on his legs. They were swarning
over him They burrowed up around his shoulders. Slid under his
arnpits. He felt cold oily fur on his face as they forced their way
past. The flick of their tails as they ran ahead.

To where? He let themrun over his arm to estinmate their direction
They were moving ahead of him into the blind darkness. He felt with
his hands. Felt themflowing left. Their passage was stirring the
air. The air was cool. He felt it nove, a faint breeze, on the sweat
on the left side of his face. He jammed hinself hard against the right
hand wal |l and noved his left arm sideways, ahead of him Felt for the
left hand wall. It wasn't there. He was stuck at a junction in the
tunnels. A new seamran at a right angle away fromthe end of the seam
he was in. A tight, narrow right angle. N nety degrees. He forced

hi nsel f backward as far as his thunbs would push him He scraped his
face on the end wall and jamed his side into the rock. Fol ded hinself
arms first around the corner and dragged his | egs behind him

The new seam was no better. It was no wider. The roof was no higher
He haul ed hinsel f al ong, gasping and sweating and shaking. He
propelled himself with his toes, an inch at a tine. The rats forced
their way past him The rock tore at his sides and his back. But

there was still a slight breeze on his face. The tunnel was headi ng
somewhere. He was gasping and panting. He crawled on. Then the new
seam wi dened. Still very low. A flat, lowcrack in the rock. He

craw ed on through it, exhausted. Fifty yards. A hundred. Then he
felt the roof soar away above him He pushed on with his toes and
suddenly he felt the air change and he was |lying hal fway into the
not or - pool cavern. He realized his eyes were wi de open and the white
Econoline was right there in front of himin the dark.

He rolled onto his back and | ay gasping on the grit. Gasping and

shaki ng. Staggered to his feet and | ooked back. The seam was
invisible. Hdden in the shadow. He made it as far as the white truck
and col | apsed against its side. The lum nous figures on his watch
showed he'd been in the tunnels nearly three hours. Most of the tine
jamred there sweating in panic. A three-hour screaning nightmare cone
tolife. H s pants and his jacket were shredded. Every nuscle in his
body was on fire. H's face and hands and el bows and knees were

bl eeding. But it was the fear that had done it to him The fear of

not getting through. He could still feel the rock pressing down on his
back and pressing up on his chest. He could feel it clanping inward on
his ribs. He got up again and linped to the doors. Pushed them open
and stood in the noonlight, arms out, eyes crazy, nouth open, breathing
in lungfuls of the sweet night air.

He was hal fway across the bow before he started thinking straight. So
he ran back and ducked into the notor pool once nore. Found what he
wanted. He found it on one of the jeep's tow hook assenblies. Sone
heavy stiff wire, ready to feed a trailer's electric circuits. He
wrenched it out and stripped the insulation with his teeth. Ran back
to the noonlight.

He kept close to the road, all the way back to Yorke. Two mles,
twenty mnutes at a slow agonizing jog through the trees. He |ooped



around behind the ruined northeastern bl ock and approached the
courthouse fromthe rear. Circled it silently in the shadows. Wited
and | i stened.

He tried to think like Borken. Conplacent. Happy with his perineter
Constant information frominside the FBI. Reacher |ocked into the

puni shment hut, Holly | ocked into her prison room Wuld he post a
sentry? Not tonight. Not when he was expecting heavy action tonorrow
and beyond. He would want his people fresh. Readier nodded and
ganbl ed he was right.

He arrived at the courthouse steps. Deserted. He tried the door
Locked. He smiled. Nobody posts a sentry behind a | ocked door. He
bent the wire into a shallow hook and felt for the mechanism An old
two-l ever. Eight seconds. He stepped inside. Wited and |istened.
Not hi ng. He went up the stairs.

The lock on Holly's door was new. But cheap. He worked quietly which
del ayed him Took himnore than thirty seconds before the last tunbler
clicked back. He pulled the door open slowly and stepped onto the
built-up floor. @ anced apprehensively at the walls. She was on a
mattress on the floor. Fully dressed and ready. Awake and watching
him Huge eyes bright in the gloom He gestured her outside. Turned
and clinbed down and waited in the corridor for her. She picked up her
crutch and linped to the door. dinbed carefully down the step and
stood next to him

"Hell o, Readier," she whispered. "How are you doi ng?"
"I"ve felt better," he whispered back. Tine to tine."

She turned and gl anced back into her room He foll owed her gaze and
saw the dark stain on the floor

"Wiman who brought me lunch," she whi spered.

He nodded.

"What with?" he whispered back

Tart of the bed frane," she said.

He saw the satisfaction on her face and sm | ed.

That should do it," he said, quietly. "Bed franes are good for
that."

She took a last |ook at the roomand gently cl osed the door. Foll owed
hi m t hrough the dark and slowy down the stairs. Across the |obby and
t hrough the doubl e doors and out into the bright silent noonlight.

"Christ," she said, urgently. "Wat happened to you?"

He gl anced down and checked hinself over in the |light of the noon. He
was gray fromhead to foot with dust and grit. His clothing was
shredded. He was streaked with sweat and blood. Still shaky.

"Long story," he said. "You got somebody in Chicago you can trust?"

"McGath," she said imediately. "He's my agent-in-charge. Wy?"



They crossed the wide street armin-arm |ooking |left and right.
Skirted the nound in front of the ruined office building. Found the
path runni ng northwest.

"You need to send hima fax," he said. They' ve got mssiles. You need
to warn him Tonight, because their line is going to be cut first
thing in the norning."

The mole tell themthat?" she asked.

He nodded.

"How?" she asked. "How is he comunicating?"

"Short-wave radio," Reacher said. "Has to be. Anything else is
traceabl e.”

He swayed and | eaned on a tree. Gave her the spread, everything,
begi nning to end.

"Shit," she said. "Gound-to-air nissiles? Mass suicide? A
ni ght mare. "
"Not our nightmare," he said. "W're out of here.”

"We should stay and help them" she said. The famlies."
He shook his head.

"Best help is for us to get out," he said. "Maybe |osing you wll
change their plan. And we can tell them about the |ayout around
here.”

"l don't know," she said.

"I do," he said. "First rule is stick to priorities. That's you.
We're out of here.”

She shrugged and nodded.
"Now?" she asked.
"Ri ght now, " he said.

"How?" she asked.

"Jeep through the forest,"” he said. "I found their nmotor pool. W get
up there, steal a jeep, by then it should be |ight enough to find our
way through. | saw a map in Borken's office. There are plenty of

tracks runni ng east through the forest."

She nodded and he pushed off the tree. They hustled up the wi nding
path to the Bastion. A nile, in the dark. They stunbled on the stones
and saved their breath for wal king. The clearing was dark and silent.
They worked their way around beyond the nmess hall to the back of the
conmuni cati ons hut. They cane out one of the trees and Reacher stepped
cl ose and pressed his ear to the plywod siding. There was no sound

i nsi de.



He used the wire again and they were inside within ten seconds. Holly
found paper and pen. Wote her nessage. Dialed the Chicago fax nunber
and fed the sheet into the machine. It whirred obediently and pull ed

t he paper through. Fed it back out into her waiting hand. She hit the
button for the confirmation. Didn't want to | eave any trace behind.
Anot her sheet fed out. It showed the destination nunber correct. Tined
the nessage at ten mnutes to five, Friday norning, the fourth of July.
She shredded both papers small and buried the pieces in the bottom of

a trashcan.

Reacher rooted around on the |long counter and found a paper clip.

Fol  owed Hol ly back out into the noonlight and rel ocked the door

Dodged around and found the cabl e | eading down fromthe short-wave whip
into the side of the hut. Took the paper clip and worried at it unti

it broke. Forced the broken end through the cable Iike a pin. Pushed
it through until it was even, a fraction showi ng at each side. The
metal would short-circuit the antenna by connecting the wire inside to
the foil screen. The signal would come down out of the ether, down the
wire, leak into the foil and run away to ground wi thout ever reaching
the short-wave unit itself. The best way to disable a radio. Smash
one up, it gets repaired. This way, the fault is untraceable, until an
exhausted technician finally thinks to check

"W need weapons," Holly whispered to him

He nodded. They crept together to the arnory door. He |ooked at the
lock. Gave it up. It was a huge thing. Unpickable.

"I"ll take the d ock fromthe guy guarding me," he whispered

She nodded. They ducked back into the trees and wal ked through to the
next clearing. Reacher tried to think of a story to explain his
appearance to Joseph Ray. Figured he mght say sonething about being
beamed over to the UN. Tal k about how hi gh-speed beam ng can rip you
up a little. They crept around behind the puni shment hut and |istened.
Al quiet. They skirted the corner and Reacher pulled the door. \Wal ked
straight into a nine-millimeter. This tine, it wasn't a dock. It was
a Sig-Sauer. Not Joseph Ray's. It was Beau Borken's. He was standing
just inside the door with Little Stevie at his side, grinning.

THI RTY- SEVEN

FOUR- THI RTY I N THE MORNI NG, WEBSTER WAS MORE THAN READY for the watch
change. Johnson and Garber and the general's aide were dozing in their
chairs. MGath was outside with the tel ephone Iinemen. They were
just finishing up. The job had taken much | onger than they had
anticipated. Some kind of interface problem They had physically cut
t he phone line com ng out of Yorke, and bent the stiff copper down to a
tenmporary terminal box they had placed at the base of a pole. Then

t hey had spool ed cable fromthe term nal box down the road to the
nobi | e command vehicle. Connected it into one of the conmunications
ports.

But it didn't work. Not right away. The |inenen had fussed wth

mul tineters and nuttered about inpedances and capacitances. They had
wor ked for three solid hours. They were ready to blame the arny truck
for the inconpatibility when they thought to go back and check their
own tenporary termnal box. The fault lay there. A failed conponent.
They wired in a spare and the whole circuit worked perfectly. Four
thirty-five in the nmorning, MG ath was shaking their hands and



swearing themto silence when Webster came out of the trailer. The two
men stood and wat ched them drive away. The noise of their truck died
around the curve. Wbster and MG ath stayed standing in the bright
nmoonl i ght. They stood there for five mnutes while MG ath snoked.
They didn't speak. Just gazed north into the distance and wonder ed.

"Go wake your boys up," Webster said. "We'll stand down for a
spel | ."

MG at h nodded and wal ked down to the acconmodation trailers. Roused
Ml osevic and Brogan. They were fully dressed on their bunks. They
got up and yawned. Cane down the | adder and found Webster standing
there with Johnson and his aide. Garber standing behind them

The tel ephone line is done," Wbster said.

"Al ready?" Brogan said. "l thought it was being done in the
nor ni ng. "

"We figured sooner was better than later," Wbster said. He inclined
his head toward General Johnson. It was a gesture which said: he's
worried, right?

"OK," Mlosevic said. "W'Ill |ook after it."
"Wake us at eight," Wbster said. "O earlier if necessary, OK?"

Brogan nodded and wal ked north to the command vehicle. M1 osevic
foll owed. They paused together for a | ook at the mountains in the
moonl i ght. As they paused, the fax machine inside the enpty command
trailer started whirring. It fed its first comunication face upward
into the message tray. It was ten to five in the norning, Friday the
fourth of July.

Brogan woke General Johnson an hour and ten minutes later, six o' clock
exactly. He knocked loudly on the acconmpdation trailer door and got
no response, so he went in and shook the old guy by the shoul der
Teterson Air Force Base, sir,"
you. "

Brogan said. They need to talk to

Johnson staggered up to the command vehicle in his shirt and pants.
M | osevic joined Brogan outside in the pre-dawn glow to give him sone
privacy. Johnson was back out in five mnutes.

"W need a conference," he call ed.

He ducked back into the trailer. M osevic wal ked down and roused the
others. They canme forward, Wbster and the general's aide yawning and
stretching, Garber ranrod-straight. MGath was dressed and snoki ng.
Maybe hadn't tried to sleep at all. They filed up the | adder and took
their places around the or n table, bleak red eyes, hair fuzzed on the
back fromthe pill ows.

Teterson called, "Johnson told them "They're sending a helicopter
search-and-rescue out, first light, looking for the mssile unit."

H s ai de nodded.

That woul d be standard procedure,” he said.



"Based on an assunption,"” Johnson said. "They think the unit has
suffered sonme kind of mechanical and el ectrical mal function."

"Which is not uncommon, " his aide said. "If their radio fails, their
procedure would be to repair it. |If a truck also broke down at the
same time, their procedure would be to wait as a group for

assi stance. "

"Circle the wagons?" MG ath asked.

The ai de nodded agai n.

"Exactly so,’
chopper.”

he said. They would pull off the road and wait for a

"So do we tell then?" MG ath asked.
The ai de sat forward.

That's the question," he said. Tell themwhat exactly? W don't even
know for sure that these mani acs have got themat all. It's still
possible it's just a radio problemand a truck problemtogether."

"Dream on, " Johnson sai d.
Webst er shrugged. He knew how to deal with such issues.
"What's the upside?" he said.

There is no upside,"” Johnson said. "W tell Peterson the mssiles have
been captured, the cat's out of the bag, we |ose control of the
situation, we're seen to have di sobeyed Washi ngton by maki ng an issue
out of it before Mnday."

"OK, so what's the downsi de?" Wbster asked.

Theoretical ," Johnson said. "W have to assurrje they've been
captured, so we al so have to assune they've been well hidden. In which
case the air force will never find them They'll just fly around for a

whil e and then go honme and wait."

Webst er nodded.

"OK," he said. "No upside, no downside, no problem"
There was a short silence.

"So we sit tight," Johnson said. "W let the chopper fly."
McG ath shook his head. |[|ncredul ous.

"Suppose they use themto shoot the chopper down?" he asked.
The general's aide snmled an indul gent smle.

"Can't be done," he said. The |FF wouldn't allowit."

"I FF?" MG ath repeated.



"Identify Friend or Foe," the aide said. "It's an electronic system
The chopper will be beamng a signal. The missile reads it as
friendly, refuses to launch."

"Quar ant eed?" MG ath asked.
The ai de nodded.

"Fool proof," he said.

Garber glowered at him But he said nothing. Not his field of
experti se.

"OK," Webster said. "Back to bed. Wake us again at eight, Brogan."

On the tarmac at Peterson, a Boeing CH 47D Chi nook was warnming its
engi nes and sipping the first of its eight hundred fifty-eight gallons

of fuel. A Chinook is a giant aircraft, whose twin rotors thunp
t hrough an oval of air a hundred feet long and sixty wide. It weighs
nore than ten tons enpty, and it can lift another eleven. |It's a giant

flying box, the engines and the fuel tanks strapped to the top and the
sides, the crew perched high at the front. Any helicopter can search
but when heavy equi prment is at stake, only a Chinook can rescue.

Because of the holiday weekend, the Peterson dispatcher assigned a
skel eton crew of two. No separate spotter. He figured he didn't need
one. How difficult could it be to find five arny trucks on sone

shoul der in Mntana?

"You shoul d have stayed here," Borken said. "Right, Joe?"

Reacher gl anced into the gloominside the punishment hut. Joseph Ray
was standing to attention on the yell ow square. He was staring
strai ght ahead. He was naked. Bleeding fromthe mouth and nose.

"Right, Joe?" Borken said again.

Ray made no reply. Borken wal ked over and crashed his fist into his
face. Ray stunbled and fell backward. Staggered agai nst the back wall
and scranbled to regain his position on the square.

"I asked you a question," Borken said.

Ray nodded. The bl ood poured off his chin.

"Readi er shoul d have stayed here," he said.
Borken hit himagain. A hard straight right to the face. Ray's head
snapped back. Blood spurted. Borken sniled.

"No tal king when you're on the square, Joe," he said. "You know the
rules.”

Bor ken stepped back and placed the nuzzle of the Sig-Sauer in Reacher's
ear. Used it to propel himout into the clearing. Gestured Stevie to
fol | ow.

"You stay on the square, Joe," he called over his shoul der

Stevi e sl amred the door shut. Borken reversed his direction and used



the Sig-Sauer to shove Readier toward him

Tell Fower to get rid of this guy,” he told him "He's outlived his
usef ul ness, such as it ever was. Put the bitch back in her room Put
aring of sentries right around the building. W got things to do,
right? No tine for this shit. Parade ground at six-thirty. Everybody
there. I'mgoing to read themthe proclanmation, before we fax it."

MG ath couldn't sleep. He wal ked back to the acconmodations trailer
with the others and got back on his bunk, but he gave it up after ten
m nutes. Quarter to seven in the norning, he was back in the conmand
vehicle with Brogan and M| osevic.

"You guys take a break if you want," he said. "I'll look after things
here.”
"W coul d go organi ze some breakfast," Brogan said. "Diners in

Kal i spell should be open by now. "

McG at h nodded vaguely. Started into his jacket for his wallet. "Don't
worry about it," Brogan said. "I'Il pay. M treat." "OK, thanks,"
MG ath said. "Get coffee. Lots of it." Brogan and M| osevic stood
up and left. MGath stood in the doorway and watched themdrive an
arnmy sedan south. The sound of the car faded and he was left with the
silent hunm ng of the equiprment behind him He turned to sit down.

The clock ticked around to seven. The fax machine started whirring.

Hol | y snoot hed her hands over the old mattress |i ke Reacher was there
onit. Like it was really his body under her, scarred and battered,

hot and hard and nuscul ar, not a worn striped cotton cover stuffed with
anci ent horsehair. She blinked the tears out of her eyes. Blew a deep
sigh and focused on the next decision. No

Readi er, no Jackson, no weapon, no tools, six sentries in the street
out side. She gl anced around the roomfor the thousandth tinme and
started scoping it out all over again.

McG ath woke the others by thunping on the sides of the accommodati ons
trailer with both fists. Then he ran back to the conmand post and
found a third copy of the message spooling out of the machine. He

al ready had two. Now he had three.

Webster was the first into the trailer. Then Johnson, a m nute behind.
Then Garber, and finally the general's aide. They rattled up the

| adder one by one and hurried over to the table. MG ath was absorbed
i n reading.

"What, Mack?" Webster asked him
They' re decl aring i ndependence,” MG ath said. "Listen to this."

He gl anced around the four faces. Started readi ng out | oud.

""CGovernments are instituted anmong nen. he read Deriving their just
powers fromthe consent of the governed. It is the right of the people
to alter or abolish themafter a long train of abuses and

usur pations."

They're quoting fromthe original," Wbster said.



"Par aphrasing," Garber said.

MG at h nodded.
"Listen to this," he said again. "The history of the present
government of the United States is a history of repeated injuries and
usurpations all designed to establish an absolute tyranny over the
peopl e. "

"What the hell is this?" Wbster said. 1776 all over agai n?"

"It gets worse," McGrath said." "W therefore are the representatives
of the Free States of Anerica, located initially in what was formerly
Yor ke County in what was fornerly Mntana, and we solemly publish and
declare that this territory is now a free and i ndependent state, which
is absol ved of allegiance to the United States, with all politica
connection totally dissolved, and that as a free and i ndependent state
has full power to |evy war, conclude peace, defend its |and borders and
its airspace, contract alliances, establish comrerce, and to do al

other things as all independent states my do."

He | ooked up. Shuffled the three copies into a neat stack and laid
themon the table in silence.

"Why three copi es?" Garber asked.

Three destinations," MGath said. "If we hadn't intercepted them
they'd be all over the place by now "

"Wher e?" Webster asked.

"First one is a DC nunber," McGath said. "I'mguessing it's the Wite
House. "
Johnson's aide scooted his chair to the conmputer termnal. MGath

read himthe nunber. He tapped it in, and the screen scrolled down. He
nodded.

"The Wiite House," he said. "Next?"

"New Yor k sonmewhere," MG ath said. Read out the nunber fromthe
second sheet.

"United Nations," the aide said. "They want w tnesses."
Third one, | don't know," McGath said. "Area code is 404."
"Atlanta, Georgia," Garber said.

"What's in Atlanta, Ceorgia?" Wbster asked.

The ai de was busy at the keyboard.

"CNN, " he said. They want publicity."

Johnson nodded.

"Smart noves," he said. They want it all on live TV. Christ, can you
i magi ne? The United Nations as unpires and round-the-cl ock coverage on
the cabl e news? The whole world wat chi ng?”



"So what do we do?" Webster asked.
There was a | ong sil ence.
"Why did they say airspace?" Garber asked out |oud.

They were paraphrasing,"” Wbster said. 1776, there wasn't any
ai rspace. "

The missiles," Garber said. "Is it possible they' ve disabled the
| FF?"

There was another long silence. They heard a car pull up. Doors
slamed. Brogan and Ml osevic rattled up the | adder and stepped into
the hush. They carried brown bags and Styrofoam cups with plastic
lids.

The gi ant search-and-rescue Chinook nmade it north from Peterson in

Col orado to Mal nstrom Air Force Base outside of Great Falls in Mntana
without incident. |t touched down there and fuel bowsers came out to
meet it. The crew walked to the nmess for coffee. Walked back twenty
m nutes later. Took off again and swung gently in the norning air

bef ore | unberi ng away nort hwest.

THI RTY- EI GHT

VE' RE GETTI NG NO REACTION," FOALER SAID. "MAKES US wonder why."
Reacher shrugged at him They were in the command hut. Stevie had
dragged hi mthrough the trees to the Bastion, and then Fow er had
dragged hi m back again with two arned guards. The puni shment hut was
unavail able. Still occupied by Joseph Ray. They used the command hut

i nstead. They sat Reacher down and Fow er | ocked his left wist to the
armof the chair with a handcuff. The guards took up position on
either side, rifles sloped, watchful. Then Fow er wal ked up to join
Borken and Stevie for the cerenpny on the parade ground. Reacher heard
faint shouting and cheering in the distance as the procl amati on was
read out. Then he heard nothing. N nety mnutes |later, Fow er cane
back to the hut alone. He sat down behind Borken's desk and lit a
cigarette, and the arnmed guards renai ned standi ng.

"We faxed it an hour ago," Fow er said. "No reaction."”

Reacher smelled his snmoke and gazed at the banners on the walls. Dark
reds and dull whites, vivid crooked synbols in black

"Do you know why we're getting no reaction?" Fow er asked.

Reacher just shook his head.

"You know what | think?" Fow er said "They cut the line. Phone
conpany is colluding with the federal agents. W were told it would
happen at seven-thirty. It obviously happened earlier."

Reacher shrugged again. Made no reply.

"W woul d expect to be inforned about a thing like that," Fow er
sai d.



He picked up his Cock and propped it in front of him butt on the
desktop, swiveling it like naval artillery left and right.

"And we haven't been," he said.
"Maybe your pal from Chicago has given you up," Reacher said.

Fow er shook his head. H's Cock cane to rest ainmed at Reacher's
chest.

"We've been getting a streamof intelligence,"” he said. "W know where
they are, how nmany of themthere are, what their intentions are. But
now, when we still need information, we aren't getting it.

Conmuni cati on has been interrupted.”
Reacher sai d not hi ng.

"We're investigating," Fower said. "W're checking the radio right
now. "

Reacher sai d not hi ng.
"Anything you want to tell us about the radi 0?" Fow er asked.
"What radi o?" Reacher said.

"I't worked OK yesterday," Fow er said. "Now it doesn't work at all
and you were wandering around all night."

He ducked down and rolled open the drawer where Borken kept the Colt
Marshal. But he didn't come out with a revolver. He cane out with a
smal |l black radio transmtter.

"This was Jackson's," he said. "He was npost anxi ous to show us where
it was hidden. 1In fact he was begging to show us. He screanmed and
cried and begged. Just about tore his fingernails off digging it up
he was so anxi ous."

He smiled and put the unit carefully in his pocket.
"We figure we just switch it on," he said. That should put us straight
through to the federal scum person-to-person. This stage of the
process, we need to talk direct. See if we can persuade themto
restore our fax line."

"Terrific plan," Reacher said.

"The fax line is inportant, you see," Fower said. "Vital. The world
must be allowed to know what we're doing here. The world nust be
allowed to watch and witness. History is being made here. You
understand that, right?"

Readi er stared at the wall.

"They' ve got caneras, you know," Fow er said. "Surveillance planes are
up there right now Now it's daylight again, they can see what we're

doing. So how can we exploit that fact?"

Reacher shook his head.



"You can | eave nme out of it," he said.
Fow er sm | ed.

"OfF course we'll |leave you out of it," he said. "Wy would they care
about seeing you nailed to a tree? You're nothing but a piece of shit,
to us and to them But Holly Johnson, there's a different story. Maybe
we'll call themup on their own little transmtter and tell themto
watch us do it with their own spy cameras. That night make themt hi nk
about it. They might trade a fax line for her left breast."

He ground out his cigarette. Leaned forward. Spoke quietly.
"We're serious here, Reacher,"” he said. "You saw what we did to
Jackson. W could do that to her. W could do that to you. W need
to be able to communicate with the world. W need that fax line. So
we need the short-wave to confirmwhat the hell they've done with it.
W need those things very badly. You understand that, right? So if
you want to avoid a | ot of unnecessary pain, for you and for her, you
better tell me what you did to the radio."

Reacher was twi sted around, |ooking at the bookcase. Trying to recal
the details of the inexpert translations of the Japanese Pearl Harbor
texts he'd read.

Tell me now," Fow er said softly. "I can keep them away from you and
fromher. No pain for either of you. Oherw se, nothing I can do
about it."

He laid his C ock on the desk
"You want a cigarette?" he asked.

He held out the pack. Smiled. The good cop. The friend. The ally.
The protector. The oldest routine in the book. Requiring the ol dest
response. Reacher glanced around. Two guards, one on each side of
him the right-hand guard nearer, the left-hand guard back al nost
against the side wall. Rifles held easy in the crook of their arnmns.
Fow er behind the desk, holding out the pack. Reacher shrugged and
nodded. Took a cigarette with his free right hand. He hadn't snoked
in ten years, but when sonmebody offers you a | ethal weapon you take
it.

"So tell me," Fowl er said. "And be quick."

He thunbed his lighter and held it out. Reacher bent forward and lit
his cigarette fromthe flane. Took a deep draw and | eaned back. The
snoke felt good. Ten years, and he still enjoyed it. He inhaled
deeply and took anot her |ungful.

"How di d you di sabl e our radi 0?" Fow er asked.

Reacher took a third pull. Trickled the snoke out of his nose and held
the cigarette like a sentry does, between the thunb and forefinger
pal m hooded around it. Take quick deep pulls, and the coal on the end
of a cigarette heats up to a couple of thousand degrees. Lengthens to
a point. He rotated his palm |ike he was studying the glowing tip
whi | e he thought about something, until the cigarette was pointing
straight forward |like an arrow



"How di d you di sabl e our radi 0?" Fow er asked agai n.
"You'll hurt Holly if I don't tell you?" Reacher asked back

Fow er nodded. Sniled his lipless snile

That's a promnise,"’
die."

he said. "I1'lIl hurt her so bad she'll be begging to

Reacher shrugged unhappily. Sketched a listen-up gesture. Fow er
nodded and shuffled on his chair and | eaned cl ose. Reacher snapped
forward and jammed the cigarette into his eye. Fow er screaned and
Reacher was on his feet, the chair cuffed to his wist clattering after
him He windnmilled right and the chair swing through a wide arc and
smashed agai nst the nearer guard's head. It splintered and jerked away
as Reacher danced to his left. He caught the farther guard with a
forearm snmash to the throat as his rifle came up. Shapped back and hit
Fow er with the weckage of the chair. Used the followthrough
monentumto swing back to the first guard. Finished himw th an el bow
to the head. The guy went down. Reacher grabbed his rifle by the
barrel and swung straight back at the other guard. Felt skull bones
expl ode under the butt. He dropped the rifle and spun and snmashed the
chair to pieces against Fow er's shoulders. G abbed himby the ears
and smashed his face into the desktop, once, twice, three tines. Took
a leg fromthe broken chair and janmmed it crossways under his throat.
Fol ded his el bows around each exposed end and | ocked hi s hands
together. Tested his grip and bunched his shoulders. Jerked hard,
once, and broke Fowl er's neck against the chair leg with a single Ioud
crunch.

He took both rifles and the O ock and the handcuff key. Qut of the
door and around to the back of the hut. Straight into the trees. He
put the Cock in his pocket. Took the handcuff off his wist. Put a
rifle in each hand. Breathing hard. He was in pain. Swi nging the
heavy wooden chair had opened the red weal on his wist into a wound.
He raised it to his nmouth and sucked at it and buttoned the cuff of his
shirt over it.

Then he heard a helicopter. The faint bass thunping of a heavy

twi n-rotor machi ne, a Boeing, a Sea Knight or a Chinook, far to the
sout heast. He thought: last night Borken tal ked about eight Marines.
They' ve only got eight Marines, he said. The Marines use Sea Knights.
He thought: they're going for a frontal assault. Holly's paneled walls
flashed into his mnd and he set off racing through the trees.

He got as far as the Bastion. The thunping fromthe air built | ouder
He risked stepping out onto the stony path. It was a Chinook. Not a
Sea Knight. Search-and-rescue nmarkings, not Marine Corps. It was
following the road up fromthe southeast, a nile away, a hundred feet
up, using its vicious downdraft to part the surrounding foliage and aid
its search. It |ooked slow and ponderous, hangi ng nose-down in the
air, yawing slightly fromside to side as it approached. Reacher
guessed it nmust be pretty close to the town of Yorke itself.

Then he glanced into the clearing and saw a guy, fifty yards away. A
grunt, camouflage fatigues. A Stinger on his shoulder. Turning and
ai m ng through the crude open sight. He saw himacquire the target.
The guy steadied hinself and stood with his feet apart. H s hand
funbled for the activator. The nmissile's infrared sensor turned on
Reacher waited for the IFF to shut it down. It didn't happen. The



mssile started squealing its high-pitched tone. It was |ocked on the
heat from the Chinook's engines. The guy's finger tightened on the
trigger.

Reacher dropped the rifle in his left hand. Swung the other one up and
clicked the safety off with his thunb as he did so. Stepped to his
left and | eaned his shoulder on a tree. Ained at the guy's head and
fired.

But the guy fired first. A fraction of a second before Reacher's

bullet killed him he pulled the Stinger's trigger. Two things
happened. The Stinger's rocket notor lit up. It exploded along its

[ aunch tube. Then the guy was hit in the head. The inpact knocked him
si deways. The | auncher caught the rear of the nmissile and flipped it.
It came out and stalled tail-down in the air like a javelin, cushioned
on the thrust of its launch, virtually notionless.

Then it corrected itself. Reacher watched in horror as it did exactly
what it was designed to do. |Its eight little wi ngs popped out. It
hung al nost vertical until it acquired the helicopter again. Then its
second-stage rocket [it up and it blasted into the sky. Before the
guy's body hit the ground it was homing in on the Chinook at a thousand
mles an hour.

The Chi nook was |unbering steadily northwest. A mile away. Follow ng
the road. The road ran straight up through the town. Between the
abandoned buil dings. On the southeast corner the first building it
passed was the courthouse. The Chinook was closing on it at eighty
mles an hour. The Stinger was heading in to neet it at a thousand
mles an hour.

One mle at a thousand nmiles an hour. One thousandth of an hour. A
fraction over three and a half seconds. It felt like alifetime to
Reacher. He watched the missile all the way. A wonderful, brutal
weapon. A sinple, unshakabl e purpose. Designed to recognize the exact

heat - si gnature of aircraft exhaust, designed to followit until it
either got there or ran out of fuel. A sinple three-and-a-half-second
m ssi on.

The Chinook pilot sawit early. He wasted the first second of its
flight, frozen. Not in horror, not in fear, just in sinple disbelief
that a heat-seeking nissile had been fired at himfroma small wooded
clearing in Montana. Then his instinct and training took over. Evade
and avoid. Evade the missile, avoid crashing on settlenents bel ow.
Reacher saw himthrow t he nose down and the tail up. The big Chi nook
wheel ed away and spewed a wi de fan of exhaust into the atnosphere. Then
the tail flipped the other way, engines screamni ng, superheated funes
sprayi ng anot her randomarc. The missile patiently followed the first
curve. Tightened its radius. The Chinook dropped slowy and then rose
violently in the air. Spiraled upward and away fromthe town. The
mssile turned and foll owed the second arc. Arrived at where the heat
had been a split-second before. Couldn't find it. It turned a ful
lazy circle right underneath the helicopter. Caught an echo of the new
maneuver and set about clinbing a relentless new spiral

The pilot won an extra second, but that was all. The Stinger caught
himright at the top of his desperate clinb. It followed the trail of
heat all the way into the starboard engine itself. Exploded hard

agai nst the exhaust nacelle.



Six and a hal f pounds of high expl osive against ten tons of aircraft,
but the expl osive always wins. Reacher saw the starboard engi ne

di sintegrate, then the rear rotor housing blow off. Shattered
fragments of the drivetrain exploded outward |i ke shrapnel and the
rotor detached and spun away in terrible slow notion. The Chi nook
stalled in the air and fell, tail-down, checked only by the scream ng
forward rotor, and slowy spun to the earth, like a holed ship slips
slow y bel ow t he sea

Hol |y heard the helicopter. She heard the | owfrequency beat pul sing
faintly through her walls. She heard it grow | ouder. Then she heard
t he expl osion and the shriek of the forward rotor grabbing the air.
Then she heard not hi ng.

She jamed her el bow into her crutch and |inped across to the di agona
partition. The prison roomwas conpletely enpty except for the
mattress. So her search was going to have to start again in the
bat hr oom

"Only one question," Webster said. "How long can we keep the lid on
this?"

CGeneral Johnson said nothing in reply. Neither did his aide. Wbster
nmoved his gaze across to Garber. Garber was | ooking grim

"Not too damm | ong," he said.
"But how | ong?" Webster asked. "A day? An hour?"
"Six hours," Garber said.

"Why?" MG ath asked.

"Standard procedure,” Garber said. They'll investigate the crash,
obviously. Normally they'd send anot her chopper out. But not if
there's a suspicion of ground fire. So they'll come by road from

Mal mstrom  Six hours."
Webst er nodded. Turned to Johnson.
"Can you delay them General?" he asked.

Johnson shook his head.

"Not really,"” he said. H's voice was |low and resigned. "They just
lost a Chinook. Crew of two. | can't call themand say, do ne a
favor, don't investigate that. | could try, | guess, and they m ght

agree at first, but it would | eak, and then we'd be back where we
started. M ght gain us an hour."

Webst er nodded.

"Seven hours, six hours, what's the difference?" he said.

Nobody repli ed.

"W've got to nove now," McGrath said. "Forget the White House. W
can't wait any longer. W need to do sonething right now, people. Six

hours fromnow, the whole situation blows right out of control. W'l
| ose her."



Six hours is three hundred and sixty mnutes. They wasted the first
two sitting in silence. Johnson stared into space. Wbster drummed
his fingers on the table. Garber stared at McGrath, a wy expression
on his face. MGath was staring at the map. M osevic and Brogan
were standing in the silence, holding the brown bags of breakfast and
t he Styrof oam cups.

"Cof f ee here, anybody wants it," Brogan said.

Gar ber waved hi m over.

"Eat and plan," he said.

"Map, " Johnson sai d.

McGath slid the map across the table. They all sat forward. Back in
motion. Three hundred and fifty eight mnutes to go.

"Ravi ne's about four mles north of us,"”
eight Marines in a LAV-25."

the aide said. "All we got is

That tank thing?" MG ath asked.
The ai de shook his head.
"Light Arnored Vehicle," he said. "LAV. Eight wheels, no tracks."

"Bul | et proof ?" Webster asked.

"For sure," the aide said. They can drive it all the way to Yorke."

"If it gets through the ravine," Garber said.
Johnson nodded.
That's the big question," he said. "W need to go take a look."

The Light Arnored Vehicle | ooked just like a tank to McGrath's hasty
civilian glance, except there were eight wheels on it instead
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of tracks. The hull was wel ded up out of brutal sloping arnmor plates
and there was a turret with a gun. The driver sat forward, and the
commander sat in the turret. |In the rear, two rows of three Mrines
sat back to back, facing weapon ports. Each port had its own

peri scope. MG ath could visualize the vehicle runbling into battle,
i nvul nerabl e, weapons bristling out of those ports. Down into the
ravine, up the other side, along the road to Yorke to the courthouse.
He pul l ed Webster to one side and spoke urgently.

"W never told them" he said. "About the dynamite in the walls."
"And we're not going to," Webster said quietly. The old guy would
freak out. He's close to falling apart right now. |I'mgoing to tel
the Marines direct. They're going in there. They'll have to deal with
it. Makes no difference if Johnson knows in advance or not."

MG ath intercepted Johnson and Webster ran over to the arnored



vehicle. MGath saw the Marine conmmander | eaning down fromthe
turret. Saw hi m noddi ng and grimaci ng as Webster spoke. Then the
general's aide fired up the arnmy Chevrolet. Johnson and Garber crammed
into the front with him MGath junped in back. Brogan and M| osevic
crushed in alongside him

Webster finished up and raced back to the Chevy. Squeezed in next to
M1l osevic. The LAV fired up its big diesel with a blast of black
snoke. Then it crunched into gear and | unbered off north. The Chevy
accelerated in its wake.

Four miles north they crested a slight rise and entered a curve. Sl owed
and jammed to a stop in the lee of a craggy outcrop. The Marine
comander vaulted down fromthe turret and ran north on the road.
Webst er and Johnson and McGrath got out and hurried after him They
paused together in the lee of the rock face and crept around the curve.
Stared out and down into the ravine. It was an intimdating sight.

It ran left to right in front of them nore or less straight. And it
was not just a trench. It was a trench and a step. The whole crust of
the earth had fractured, and the southern plate had fallen bel ow the

| evel of the northern plate. Like adjacent sections of an old concrete
hi ghway where a car thunps up an inch at the seam Expanded to

geol ogi cal size, that inch was a fifty-foot disparity.

Where the earth had fractured and fallen, the edges had broken
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up into giant boulders. The scouring of the glaciers had tunbled those
boul ders south. The ice and the heave and the weather over a million
years had raked out the fracture and turned it into a trench. It had

cut back the rock plates to where they becanme solid again. Sone
pl aces, it had carved a hundred-yard width. O her places, tougher
seans of rock had kept the gap down to twenty yards.

Then the roots of a thousand generations of trees and the frozen water
of the winters had eroded the edges until there was a steep ragged
descent to the bottom and a steep ragged rise back up the northern side
to the top, fifty feet higher than the starting point. There were
stunted trees and tangl ed undergrom h and rock slides. The road itself
was |ifted progressively on concrete trestles and rose gently across a
bridge. Then nore concrete trestles set it down on the |evel ground to
the north and it snaked away through the forest into the nountains.

But the bridge was bl own. Charges had been expl oded agai nst the two
center trestles. A twenty-foot section of the center span had fallen a
hundred feet into the trench. The four nen in the I ee of the outcrop
could see fragnments of the road lying shattered in the bottom of the
ravine.

"What do you think?" Johnson asked urgently.

The Marine commander was giving it a fast sweep through his field
gl asses. Left and right, up and down, exam ning the exact terrain.

"I think it's shit, sir," he said.

"Can you get through?" Johnson asked him



The guy lowered his field glasses and shook his head.
"Not a hope in hell," he said.

He stepped across, shoul der-to-shoulder with the general, so Johnson
could share the sane Iine of sight. Started talking rapidly and
pointing as he did so.

"W could get down to the bottom" he said. "W could go in right
there, where the rock slide gives us a reasonabl e descent. But getting
up the other side is the problem sir. The LAV can't clinb rmuch nore
than forty-five degrees. Most of the north face | ooks a | ot steeper
than that. Sone places, it's near enough vertical. Any gentle slopes
are overgrown. And they've felled trees. See there, sir?"

He pointed to a wooded area on the sl ope opposite. Trees had been
felled and left lying with their chopped ends facing south.

"Abatises," the Marine said. The vehicle is going to stall against
them No doubt about that. Conming uphill, slowy, those things would
stop a tank. W go in there, we'll be trapped in the ditch, no doubt
at all."”

"So what the hell do we do?" Johnson said.

The Marine officer shrugged.
"Bring ne sone engineers," he said. "The gap they blew is only about
twenty feet wide. W can bridge that."

"How long will that take?" \Webster asked.

The Marine shrugged agai n.

"All the way up here?" he said. "Six hours? Mybe eight?"
"Wy too long," Wbster said.

Then the radio receiver in McGath's pocket started crackling.
TH RTY- NI NE

REACHER WAS HI DI NG OUT | N THE WOODS, WORRI ED ABOUT THE dogs. They were
the only thing he wasn't certain about. People, he could handl e. Dogs,
he had very little experience. He was in the trees, north of the
Bastion, south of the rifle range. He had heard the Chinook hit the
ground froma mle away. It hit tail first, smashing and tearing into
t he wooded slope. It |ooked to have slipped sideways in the air and

m ssed the courthouse by two hundred yards. No explosions. Not from
t he courthouse or fromthe chopper itself. No sound of fuel tanks
goi ng up. Reacher was reasonably optimstic for the crew. He figured
the trees and the collapse of the big boxy body m ght have cushi oned
the inmpact for them He had known chopper crews survive worse.

He had an M16 rifle in his hand and a @ ock in his pocket. The C ock
was fully | oaded. Seventeen shells. The M 16 had the short clip.
Twenty shells, less the one that had killed the guy with the mssile.
The second M 16 had the long clip. A full load of thirty. But it was
hidden in the trees. Because Reacher had a rule: choose the weapon you
know for sure is in working order



He felt instinctively that the focus of attention would be in the
sout heast direction. That was where Holly was being held, and that was
where the Chi nook had conme down. That was where
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t he opposition forces would be massing. He felt people would be
turning to face southeast, apprehensively, staring down into the rest
of the United States, waiting. So he turned his back and headed

nort hwest .

He noved cautiously. The bulk of the eneny was el sewhere, but he knew
there were squads out |ooking for him He knew they had al ready

di scovered Fow er's body. He had seen two separate patrols searching
the woods. Six men in each, heavily arnmed, crashing through the
undergrowth, searching. Not difficult to avoid. But the dogs would be
difficult to avoid. That was why he was worried. That was why he was
novi ng cauti ously.

He stayed in the trees and skirted the western end of the rifle range.
Tracked back east around the parade ground. Fifty yards north, he
turned again and paralleled the road up to the mnes. He stayed in the
trees and nmoved at a fast jog. Used the tinme to start |aying out sone
priorities. And atine scale He figured he had maybe three hours.

Bri ngi ng down t he Chi nook was going to provoke sone kind of a violent
reaction. No doubt about that. But in all his years in the service,
he had never known anythi ng happen faster than three hours. So he had
three hours, and a lot of ground to cover

He slowed to a fast wal k when the rocky ground started rising under his
feet. Followed a wide uphill circle west and cut straight in to the
edge of the bow where the mine entrances were. He heard diese

engines idling. He bent double and crept across to the cover of a
rock. Looked out and down.

He was just above hal fway up the slope surrounding the bow. Looking
nore or | ess due east across its dianmeter. The |og doors of the
farther shed were standing open. Four of the missile unit's trucks
were standing on the shale. The four with the weapon racks in back.
The troop carrier was still inside.

There was a handful of nmen in the bowl. They were set in an
approximate circle around the cluster of trucks. Reacher counted ei ght
guys. Fatigues, rifles, tense linbs. Wat had the kitchen worman sai d?
The mines were off limts. Except to the people Borken trusted.

Reacher watched them Eight trusted lieutenants, acting out a
reasonable imtation of sentry duty.

He watched themfor a couple of mnutes. Slid his rifle to his
shoul der. He was |l ess than a hundred yards away. He could hear the
rattle of the shale as the sentries noved around. He clicked the
sel ector to the single-shot position. He had nineteen shells in the
box, and he needed to fire a m ninmum of eight. He needed to be
cautious with anmmunition

The M 16 is a good rifle. Easy to use, easy to maintain. Easy to aim
The carrying handl e has a grooved top which I[ines up with an identica
groove in the front sight. At a hundred yards, you squint down the
handl e groove and let it merge with the front groove, and what you see



is what you hit. Reacher rested his weight on the rock and lined up
the first target. Practiced the slight sweep that woul d take himonto
the second. And the third. He rehearsed the full sequence of eight
shots. He didn't want his el bow snaggi ng sonewhere in the mddle.

He returned to the first target. Wited a beat and fired. The sound
of the shot crashed through the mountains. The right front tire of the
first truck exploded. He swept the sights onto the left front. Fired
again. The truck dropped to its rinms like a stunned ox falling to its
knees.

He kept firing steadily. He had fired five shots and hit five tires
bef ore anybody reacted. As he fired the sixth he saw in the corner of
his eye the sentries diving for cover. Sone were just dropping to the
ground. Ohers were running for the shed. He fired the seventh.
Paused before the eighth. The farthest tire was the hardest shot. The
angl e was oblique. The sidewall was unavailable to him He was going
to have to fire at the treads. Possible that the shell m ght glance
off. He fired. He hit. The tire burst. The front of the last truck
dr opped.

The nearest sentry was still on his feet. Not heading for the shed.
Just standing and staring toward the rock Reacher was behind. Raising
his rifle. It was an M 16, same as Reacher's. Long nagazine, thirty

shells. The guy was standing there, sighting it in on the rock. A
brave man, or an idiot. Reacher crouched and waited. The guy fired.

H s weapon was set on automatic. He |oosed off a burst of three. Three
shots in a fifth of a second. They smashed into the trees fifteen feet
above Reacher's head. Twi gs and | eaves drifted down and | anded near
him The guy ran ten yards closer. Fired again. Three nore shells.
Way off to Reacher's left. He heard the whine of the bullets and the

t hunking as they hit the trees before he heard the nmuzzl e bl ast.
Bul l ets which travel faster than sound do that. You hear it all in
reverse order. The bullet gets there before the sound of the shot.

Reacher had decisions to take. How close was he going to let this guy
get? And was he going to fire a warning shot? The next burst of three
was nearer. Low, but nearer. Not nore than six feet away. Reacher
deci ded: not much damm cl oser, and no warning shot. The guy was al
punped up. No percentage in trying a warning shot. This guy was not
going to get calnmed down in any kind of a hurry.

He lay on his side. Straightened his |egs and cane out at the base of
the rock. Fired once and hit the guy in the chest. He went down in a
heap on the shale. The rifle flew off to his right. Reacher stayed
where he was. Watched carefully. The guy was still alive. So Reacher
fired again. H't himthrough the top of the head. Kinder not to |eave
himwi th a sucking chest wound for the last ten mnutes of his life.

The echoes of the brief firefight died into the nmountain silence and
then the air was still. The other seven guys were nowhere. The trucks
were all resting nose-down on their front rims. Disabled. Maybe they
could be driven out of the bow, but the first of the mountain hairpins
was going to strip the blown tires right off. The trucks were
neutralized. No doubt about that.

Reacher crawl ed backward ten yards and stood up in the trees. Jogged
down the slope and headed back toward the Bastion. Seventeen shells in
the Aock, nine inthe rifle. Progress, at a price.



The dogs found hi m hal fway back. Two big rangy animals. German
shepherds. He saw themat the sane tine as they saw him They were
loping along with that kind of infinite energy big dogs display. Long
boundi ng strides, eager expressions, wet nouths gaping. They stopped
short on stiff front legs and switched direction in a single fluid
stride. Thirty yards away. Then twenty. Then ten. Acceleration. New
energy in their nmovenent. Snarls rising in their throats.

Peopl e, Reacher was certain about. Dogs were different. People had
freedom of choice. If a nan or a wonan ran snarling toward him they
did so because they chose to. They were asking for whatever they got.
H s response was their problem But dogs were different.

No free will. Easily misled. It raised an ethical problem Shooting
a dog because it had been induced to do sonething unwi se was not the
sort of thing Reacher wanted to do.

He left the Cock in his pocket. The rifle was better. It was about
two and a half feet [onger than the handgun. An extra two and a half
feet of separation seened |like a good idea. The dogs stopped short of
him The fur on their shoulders was raised. The fur down their backs
was raised, following their spines. They crouched, front feet splayed,
heads down, snarling loudly. They had yellow teeth. Lots of them
Their eyes were brown. Reacher could see fine dark eyel ashes, like a
girl's.

One of themwas forward of the other. The |eader of the pack. He knew
dogs had to have a pecking order. Two dogs, one of themhad to be
superior to the other. Like people. He didn't know how dogs worked it
out for thenselves. Posturing, maybe. Maybe snell. Maybe fighting.

He stared at the forward dog. Stared into its eyes. Time to time, he
had heard peopl e tal king about dogs. They said: never show fear. Stare
the dog dowmn. Don't let it know you' re afraid. Reacher wasn't afraid.
He was standing there with an M6 in his hands. The only thing he was
worri ed about was having to use it.

He stared silently at the dog |ike he used to stare at sone service guy
gone bad. A hard, silent stare |ike a physical force, like a cold,
crushing pressure. Bleak, cold eyes, unblinking. It had worked a
hundred tines with people. Nowit was working with the | ead dog.

The dog was only partially trained. Reacher could see that. It could
go through the notions. But it couldn't deliver. It hadn't been
trained to ignore its victims input. It was eye to eye with him

backing off fractionally like his glare was a painful weight on its
narrow forehead. Reacher turned up the tenperature. Narrowed his eyes
and bared his own teeth. Sneered |ike a tough guy in a bad novie. The
dog's head dropped. Its eyes swiveled upward to maintain contact. |Its
tail dropped down between its |egs.

"Sit," Reacher said. He said it calmy but firmy. Plenty of enphasis
on the plosive consonant at the end of the word. The dog noved
automatically. Shuffled its hind legs inward and sat. The other dog
followed suit, like a shadow. They sat side by side and stared up at
hi m

"Li e down," Reacher said.

The dogs didn't nove. Just stayed sitting, looking at him puzzled.
Maybe the wong word. Not the conmand they were accustoned to.



"Down, " Reacher said.

They slid their front paws forward and dropped their bellies to the
forest floor. Looking up at him

"Stay," Reacher said.

He gave thema |l ook |ike he nmeant it and noved off south. Forced
hinself to walk slow Five yards into the trees, he turned. The dogs
were still on the ground. Their necks were tw sted around, watching
hi m wal k away.

"Stay," he called again.

They stayed. He wal ked.

He coul d hear people in the Bastion. The sound of a fair-sized crowd
trying to keep quiet. He heard it when he was still north of the
parade ground. He skirted the area in the trees and wal ked around t he
far end of the rifle range. Cane through the trees behind the ness
hall. Opposite the kitchen door. He walked a circle deep in the woods
behi nd the buildings until he got an angle. Crept forward to take a

| ook.

There were maybe thirty people in the Bastion. They were standing in a
tight group. Edging forward into a cluster. Al nmen, all in

canoufl age fatigues, all heavily armed. Rifles, machi ne guns, grenade
| aunchers, pockets bulging with spare magazi nes. The crowd ebbed and
flowed. Shoul ders touched and parted. Reacher glinpsed Beau Borken in
the center of the mass of people. He was holding a small black radio
transmtter. Reacher recognized it. It was Jackson's. Borken had
retrieved it fromFow er's pocket He was holding it up to "his ear
Staring into space like he'd just switched it on and was waiting for a

reply.
FORTY

MCGRATH SNATCHED THE RADI O FROM HI' S POCKET. FLIPPED I T open and stared
at it. It was crackling loudly in his hand. Wbster stepped forward
and took it fromhim Ducked back to the cover of the rock face and
clicked the button

"Jackson?" he said. "This is Harland Wbster."

MG at h and Johnson crowded in on him The three men crouched agai nst
the rock wall. Wbster nmoved the unit an inch fromhis ear so the
other two could listen in. In the cover of the rock, in the silence of
t he nountains, they could hear it crackling and hissing and the fast
breathing of a person on the other end. Then they heard a voice.

"Har| and Webster?" the voice said. "Well, well, the head nan
hi nsel f."

"Jackson?" \.bster said again.
"No," the voice said. This is not Jackson."

Webst er gl anced at McGrat h.



"So who is it?" he asked.

"Beau Borken," the voice said. "And as of today, | guess that's
Presi dent Borken. President of the Free States of America. But feel
free to speak informally."

"Where's Jackson?" \Wbster asked.

There was a pause. Nothing to hear except the faint electronic sound
of FBI tel ecomruni cations technology. Satellites and microwaves.

"Where's Jackson?" \Webster asked again.

"He died," the voice said.

Webst er gl anced at MG ath again.

"How?" he asked.

"Just died," Borken said. "Relatively quickly, really."
"Was he sick?" Webster asked.

There was anot her pause. Then there was the sound of laughter. A
hi gh, tinny sound. A loud, shrieking | augh which overl oaded Wbster's
earpiece and spilled into distortion and bounced off the rock wall.

"No, he wasn't sick, Webster," Borken said. "He was pretty healthy, up
until the last ten mnutes.”

"What did you do to hinP" Webster asked.

"Same as |'mgoing to do to the general's little girl," Borken said.
"Listen up, and 1'Il tell you the exact details. You need to pay
attention, because you need to know what you're dealing with here.
W' re serious here. W nean business, you understand? You

i stening?"

Johnson pushed in close. Wite and sweati ng.

"You crazy bastards," he yelled.

"Who's that?" Borken asked. That the general hinself?"
"CGeneral Johnson," Wbster said.
There was a chuckle on the radio. Just a short, satisfied sound.

"A full house," Borken said. "The director of the FBI and the joint
chairman. We're flattered, believe me. But | guess the birth of a new
nati on deserves nothing |less."

"What do you want?" \Webster asked.

"We crucified him" Borken said. "W found a couple of trees a yard
apart, and we nailed himup. W're going to do that to your daughter
Ceneral, if you step out of line. Then we cut his balls off. He was
pl eadi ng and screanm ng for us not to, but we did it anyway. W can't
do that to your kid, her being a woman and all, but we'll find sone
equi val ent, you know what | nean? Do you think she'll be scream ng and



pl eadi ng, General ? You know her better than ne. Personally, I'm
betting she will be. She likes to think she's a tough cookie, but when
she sees those bl ades coming cl ose, she's going to change her damm tune
pretty quick, 1'mjust about sure of that."

Johnson turned whiter. Al his blood just drained away. He fell back
and sat heavily against the rock. H s nouth was working soundl essly.

"What the hell do you bastards want?" Webster yelled.
There was another silence. Then the voice came back, quiet and firm

"I want you to stop yelling,” it said. "I want you to apol ogi ze for
yelling at ne. | want you to apologize for calling me a rude nane. |I'm
the President of the Free States, and |I'm owed sone courtesy and

def erence, woul dn't you say?"

H s voice was quiet, but McGath heard it clearly enough. He |ooked
across at Webster in panic. They were close to |osing, before they had
even started. First rule was to negotiate. To keep themtalking, and
gradual | y gain the upper hand. Establish dom nance.  assic siege
theory. But to start out by apologizing for yelling was to kiss
goodbye to any hope of domi nance. That was to |ie down and roll over.
From that point on, you were their plaything. MG ath shook his head
urgently. Webster nodded back. Said nothing. Just held the radio

wi t hout speaking. He knew how to do this. He had been in this
situation before. Several times. He knew the protocol. Now, the
first one to speak was the weaker one. And it wasn't going to be him
He and McGrath gazed at the ground and wait ed.

"You still there?" Borken asked.

Webster carried on staring down. Saying not hing.
"You there?" Borken said again.

"What's on your mind, Beau?" Wbster asked, calnly.
There was angry breathing over the air.

"You cut ny phone line," Borken said. "I want it restored.”
"No, we didn't," Webster said. "Doesn't your phone work?"
"My faxes," Borken said. "l got no response.”

"What faxes?" Webster said.

"Don't bullshit me," Borken said. "I know you cut the line. | want it
fixed."

Webster wi nked at McG at h.

"OK," he said. "W can do that. But you've got to do sonething for us
first."”

"What ?" Bor ken asked.

"Holly," Webster said. "Bring her down to the bridge and | eave her
there."”



There was another silence. Then the laughter started up again. High
and | oud.

"No dice," Borken said. "And no deals."”

Webster nodded to hinself. Lowered his voice. Sounded |ike the nost
reasonabl e man on eart h.

"Listen, M. Borken," he said. "If we can't deal, how can we help
each ot her?"

Anot her silence. MGath stared at Webster. The next reply was
crucial. Wn or |ose.

"You listen to ne, Webster," the voice said. "No deals. You don't do
exactly what | say, Holly dies. In alot of pain. | hold all the
cards, and |I'm not doing deals. You understand that?"

Webster's shoul ders slunped. MG ath | ooked away.

"Restore the fax line," the voice said. "l need communications. The
wor |l d nmust know what we're doing here. This is a big nonment in
history, Wbster. | won't be denied by your stupid games. The world

must witness the first blows being struck against your tyranny."

Webster stared at the ground.

This decision is too big for you al one," Borken said. "You need to
consult with the Wiite House. There's an interest there too, wouldn't
you say?"

Even over the tinny hand-held radio the force of Borken's voice was
obvious. Webster was flinching |ike a physical weight was against his
ear. Flinching and gasping, as his heart and |lungs fought each other
for space inside his chest.

"Make your decision,” Borken said. "I'll call back in two mnutes."
Then the radi o went dead. Wbster stared at it |ike he had never seen
such a piece of equiprment before. MGath | eaned over and clicked the
button off.

"OK," he said. "W stall, right? Tell himwe're fixing the Iine. Tel
himit will take an hour, maybe two. Tell himwe're in contact with
the Wiite House, the UN, CNN, whoever. Tell himwhatever the hell he
wants to hear."

"Why is he doing this?" Wbster asked, vaguely. "Escal ating
everything? He's making it so we have to attack him So we have to,
right? Like he wants us to. He's giving us no choice. He's provoking
us."

"He's doing it because he's crazy," MGath said.
"He nust be," Webster said. "He's a maniac. OQherwise | just can't
understand why he's trying to attract so nmuch attention. Because |ike

he says, he holds all the cards already."

"We' |l worry about that later, chief," McGath said. "Ri ght now, we



just need to stall him™"
Webst er nodded. Forced himnmself back to the problemin hand.

"But we need | onger than two hours,"” he said. "Hostage Rescue will
take at least four to get over here. Maybe five, maybe six."

"OK, it's the Fourth of July," McGath said. Tell himthe Iinenmen are
all off-duty. Tell himit could take us all day to get them back."

They stared at each other. d anced at Johnson. He was right out of
it. Just slunped against the rock face white and inert, barely
breathing. N nety hours of nortal stress and enotion had finally
broken him Then the radio in Wbster's hand crackl ed agai n.

"Wl | ?" Borken asked, when the static cleared.

"OK, we agree," Webster said. "We'Ill fix the line. But it's going to
take some tine. Linemen are off-duty for the holidays."

There was a pause. Then a chuckl e.

"I ndependence Day," Borken said. "Maybe |I should have chosen anot her
date.™

Webster made no reply.
"I want your Marines where | can see them" Borken said.
"What Marines?" Webster said.

There was anot her short |augh. Short and conpl acent.
"You got eight Marines," Borken said. "And an arnored car. W got

| ookouts all over the place. W' ve been watching you. Like you're
wat ching us with those damn planes. You're lucky Stingers don't shoot
that high, or you'd have nore than a damm hel i copter on the ground by
now. "

Webster made no reply. Just scanned the horizon. MG ath was doi ng
the sane thing, automatically, looking for the glint of the sun on
field gl asses.

"I figure you're close to the bridge right now," Borken said. "Am!]
ri ght?"

Webster shrugged. MG ath pronpted himwith a nod.
"We're close to the bridge," Wbster said.

"I want the Marines on the bridge," Borken said. "Sitting on the edge
inaneat little row Their vehicle behind them | want that to
happen now, you understand? O we go to work on Holly. Your choice,
Webster. O maybe it's the general's choice. H's daughter, and his
Marines, right?"

Johnson roused hinself and gl anced up. Five minutes |later the Marines
were sitting on the fractured edge of the roadway, feet dangling down
into the abyss. Their LAV was parked up behind them \Wbster was

still in the lee of the rock face with McGrath and Johnson. The radio



still pressed to his ear. He could hear nuffled sounds. Like Borken
had pressed his hand over the m crophone and was using a wal ki e-tal kie.
He could hear his nuffled voice alternating with crackly replies. Then
he heard the hand cone away and the voice come back again, |oud and
clear in the earpiece.

"OK, Webster, good work," Borken said to him "Qur scouts can see al
eight of them So can our riflemen. |If they nove, they die. Wo else
have you got there with you?"

Webst er paused. MG ath shook his head urgently.

"Can't you see?" Wbster asked. "I thought you were watching us."

"Not right now " Borken said. "I pulled ny people back a little. Into
our defensive positions.”

There's nobody el se here," Wbster said. "Just nme and the general ."
There was anot her pause.

"OK, you two can join the Marines," Borken said. "On the bridge. On
the end of the line."

Webster waited for a long nmonent. A bl ank expression on his face. Then
he got up and nodded to Johnson. Johnson got up unsteadily and the two
of them wal ked forward together around the curve. Left McGath on his
own, crouched in the | ee of the rock

MG ath waited there two minutes and crawl ed back south to the
Chevrolet. Garber and Johnson's aide were in front and M I osevic and
Brogan were in back. They were all staring at him

"What the hell happened?" Brogan asked.

"We're in deep, deep shit," MG ath said.

Two minutes of hurried explanation, and the others agreed with him

"So what now?" Garber asked.

"W go get Holly," McGath said. "Before he realizes we're
bul I shitting him"

"But how?" Brogan asked.

MG ath glanced at him danced at M| osevic.
The three of us," he said. "End of the day, this is a Bureau affair.
Call it whatever you want, terrorism sedition, kidnaping, it's all FB
territory."

"W're going to do it?" MIlosevic said. "Just the three of us? Right
now?"

"You got a better way?" MGath said. "You want sonething done
properly, you do it yourself, right?"

Garber was twi sted around, scanning along the three faces on the rear
seat .



"So go do it," he said.
McG at h nodded and held up his right hand. The thunb and the first two
fingers sticking out.

"I"'mthe thunb," he said. "I go in east of the road. Brogan, you're
the first finger. You walk a mle west of the road and go in from
there. MIlo, you' re the second finger. You walk two mles west and go
north fromthere. W infiltrate separately, spaced out a mle between
each of us. W neet up back on the road a half-mle shy of the town.

C ear?"

Brogan nmade a face. Then he nodded. M osevic shrugged. Garber

gl anced at McGrath and the general's aide started the Chevy and rolled
it gently south. He stopped it again after four hundred yards where
the road came back out of the rock cover and there was clear access
left and right into the countryside. The three FBI men checked their
weapons. They each had a governnent-issue .38 in a shiny brown | eather
shoul der hol ster. Full load of six, plus another six in a speed | oader
in their pockets.

Try to capture a couple of rifles," MGath said. "Don't worry about
taki ng prisoners. You see sonmebody, you shoot the bastard down, OK?"

M1 osevic had the |l ongest wal k, so he was first to go. He ducked
across the road and struck out due west across the nmountain scrub. He
made it to a small stand of trees and di sappeared. MGath lit a
cigarette and sent Brogan after him Garber waited until Brogan was in
the trees, then he turned back to MG ath.

"Don't forget what | told you about Readier,” he said. "I'mnot wong
about that guy. He's on your side, believe ne."

McG at h shrugged and said nothing. Snoked in silence. Opened the
Chevy's door and slid out. G ound out the cigarette under his shoe and
wal ked away east, across the grassy shoul der and onto the scrub

MG ath was not far off fifty, and a heavy snmoker, but he was a fit

man. He had that type of nongrel constitution that age and snoke coul d
not hurt. He was short at five seven, but sturdy. About one-sixty,
made up of that hard slab by nuscle which needs no nai ntenance and
never fades into fat. He felt the sane as he had as a kid. No better
no worse. His Bureau training had been a long time ago, and fairly
rudi mentary conpared to what people were getting now. But he'd aced
it. Physically, he'd been indestructible. Not the fastest guy in his
class, but easily the best stamina. The training runs in the early
days of Quantico had been crude. Around and around in the Virginia
woods, using natural obstacles. MG ath would cone in maybe third or
fourth every time. But if they were sent around again, he could do the
same exact time, just about to the second. The faster guys would be
struggling at his side as he pounded relentlessly onward. Then they
woul d fall back. Second time around McG ath would conme in first. Third
time around, he would be the only guy to finish

So he was jogging confortably as he approached the southern edge of the
ravine. He had worked about three hundred yards east to a point where
the sl opes were reasonable and not directly overl ooked. He went

strai ght down wi thout pausing. Short, stiff strides against the
incline. The footing was | oose. He skidded on small aval anches of



gravel and used the stunted trees to check his speed. He dodged around
the litter of rocks in the bottomof the trench and started up the
nort hern sl ope.

Goi ng up was harder. He kicked his toes into the gravel for grip and
haul ed hinsel f upward with handfuls of grass. He zigzagged between the
smal | trees and bushes, |ooking for |everage. The extra fifty feet on
the northern rimwas a punishment. He tracked right to where a snall

| andsl i de had created a straight path at a kinder angle. Slipped and
slid upward through the crushed rock to the top

He waited in the overhang, where the earth had fallen away beneath the
crust of roots. Listened hard. Heard nothing except silence. He
lifted hinmself onto the rim Stood there with his chest against the
earth, head and shoul ders exposed, |ooking north into eneny territory.
He saw nothing. Just the gentle initial slopes, then the hills, then
the giant mountains glowering in the far distance. Blue sky, a mllion
trees, clean air, total silence. He thought: you're a |long way from
Chi cago, Mack

Ahead of himwas a belt of scrub where the ancient rock was too close
to the surface for much to grow. Then a ragged belt of trees,
interrupted at first by rocky outcrops, then growi ng denser into the
di stance. He could see the curved gap in the treetops where the road
must run. Three hundred yards to his left. He rolled up onto the
grass and ran for the trees. Wrked left toward the road and shadowed
it north in the forest.

He jogged al ong, dodging trees like a slownotion parody of a w de
recei ver heading for the end zone. The map was printed in his mnd. He
figured he had maybe three mles to go. Three niles at a slow jog, not
much better than a fast wal k, maybe forty-five, fifty mnutes. The
ground was rising gently under his feet. Every fourth or fifth stride,
his feet hit the floor a fraction sooner than they should have as the
gradient lifted himinto the hills. He tripped a couple of times on
roots. Once, he slammed into a pine trunk. But he pounded on

relentl essly.

After forty minutes, he stopped. He figured Brogan and M| osevic were
having a simlar journey, but they were dealing with extra di stance
because they had tracked west at the outset. So he expected a del ay.
Wth luck they woul d be about twenty mnutes behind him He wal ked
deeper into the woods and sat down against a trunk. Lit a cigarette.
He figured he was maybe a half-mile shy of the rendezvous. The map in
his head said the road was about due to arrow up into the town.

He waited fifteen mnutes. Two cigarettes. Then he stood up and

wal ked on. He went cautiously. He was getting close. He nade two
diversions to his left and found the road. Just crept through the
trees until he caught the gl eam of sun on the gray cement. Then he
dodged back and carried on north. He wal ked until he saw the forest

t hi nni ng ahead. He saw sunlight on open spaces beyond the |ast trees.
He stopped and stepped left and right to find a view He saw the road
running up to the town. He saw buildings. A gray ruin on a knoll on
the left. The courthouse on the right. Better preserved. dd ean ng
white in the sunshine. He stared through the trees at it for a |long
nmonent. Then he turned back. Paced five hundred yards into the woods.
Drifted over toward the road until he could just make out the gray

gl eam through the trees. Leaned on a trunk and waited for Brogan and
M | osevi c.



This time, he resisted the attraction of another cigarette. He had
learned a long tinme ago that to snoke while in hiding was not a smart
thing to do. The snell drifts, and a keen nose can detect it. So he
| eaned on the tree and stared down in frustration. Stared at his
shoes. They were ruined fromthe scranble up the north face of the
ravine. He had jabbed them hard into the rocky sl ope and they were
scratched to pieces. He stared at the ruined toe caps and instantly
knew he had been betrayed. Panic rose in his throat. H s chest seized
hard. It hit himlike a prison door swinging gently shut. It swung
soundl essly inward on greased hinges and clanged shut right in his
face.

What had Borken said on the radio? He had said: |ike you' re watching
us with those damm planes. But what had the general's aide told him
back in the Butte office? You |look up and you see a tiny vapor trai
and you think it's TWA.  You don't think it's the air force checking if
you' ve shined your shoes this norning. So how did Borken know there
were surveillance planes in the sky? Because he had been told. But by
who? Who the hell knew?

He gl anced around wildly and the first thing he saw was a dog com ng at
hi m from dead ahead. Then another. They bounded through the trees at
him He heard a sound from behind him The crunch of feet and the
flick of branches. Then the sanme sound fromhis right. The snicking
and sl apping of a weapon fromhis left. The dogs were at his feet. He
spun in a panic-stricken circle. Al around himnen were coning at him
through the trees. Lean, bearded men, in canouflage gear, carrying
rifles and machi ne guns. G enades slung fromtheir webbing. Maybe
fifteen or twenty men. They stepped forward calmy and purposeful ly.
They were in a conplete ring, right around him He turned one way,
then the other. He was surrounded. They were raising their weapons.
He had fifteen or twenty automatic weapons pointing straight at him

i ke spokes in a wheel

They stood silent, weapons ready. MGath glanced fromone to the
next, in a conplete wild circle. Then one of them stepped forward.
Sone kind of an officer. His hand went straight in under MG ath's
jacket. Jerked the .38 out of his holster. Then the guy's hand went
into MG ath's pocket. Cl osed over the speed | oader and pulled it out.
The guy slipped both items into his own pocket and snmiled. Swng his
fist and hit MG ath in the face. MGath staggered and was prodded
back forward with the nuzzle of a rifle. Then he heard tires on the
road. The grunble of a notor. He glanced left and caught a flash of
olive green in the sun. A jeep. Two nmen in it. The soldiers pressed
in and forced himout of the forest. They jostled himthrough the
trees and onto the shoulder. He blinked in the sun. He could feel his
nose was bl eeding. The jeep rolled forward and stopped al ongsi de him
The driver stared at himw th curiosity. Another |ean, bearded man in
uniform In the passenger seat was a huge man wearing black. Beau
Borken. MG ath recognized himfromhis Bureau file photograph. He
stared at him Then Borken | eaned over and gri nned.

"Hello, M. MGath," he said. "You made good tine."
FORTY- ONE
REACHER WATCHED THE WHOLE THI NG HAPPEN. HE WAS A HUNDRED and fifty

yards away in the trees. Northwest of the anmbush, high up the slope on
the other side of the road. There was a dead sentry at his feet. The



guy was lying in the dirt with his head at right angles to his neck
Reacher had his field glasses raised to his eyes. Wtching. Wtching
what, he wasn't exactly sure.

He had caught the gist of the radio conversation in the Bastion. He
had heard Borken's side. He had guessed the replies. He had heard the
sout hern | ookouts calling in on the wal kie-tal kies. He knew about the
Marines on the bridge. He knew about Webster and Johnson sitting there
al ongside them on the end of the line.

He had wondered who el se was down there. Maybe nore military, maybe
nmore FBI. The military wouldn't cone. Johnson woul d have ordered t hem
to sit tight. |If anybody cane, it would be the FBI. He figured they

m ght have substantial nunbers standing by. He figured they would be
com ng in, sooner or later. He needed to exploit them Needed to use
them as a diversion while he got Holly out. So he had noved sout heast
to wait for their arrival. Now, an hour later, he was gazing down at
the short stocky guy getting |loaded into the jeep. Dark suit, white
shirt, town shoes. FBI, for sure.

But not the hostage rescue team This guy had no equi prent. The HRT
cane in all |oaded down with paramlitary gear. Reacher was famliar
with their procedures. He had read sone of their manuals. Heard about
some of their training. He knew guys who had been in and out of
Quantico. He knew how the HRT worked. They were a high-technol ogy
operation. They |ooked |ike regular soldiers, in blue. They had
vehicles. This guy he was watching was on foot in the forest. Dressed
i ke he had just stepped out of a neeting.

It was a puzzle. Eight Marines. No hostage rescue team An unarnmed
sear ch-and-rescue Chi nook. Then Reacher suddenly thought maybe he
under st ood. Maybe this was a very cl andestine operation. Low profile.
Invisible. They had tracked Holly all the way west from Chi cago, but
for sone reason they maybe weren't gathering any kind of a big force.
They were dealing with it alone. Sone tactical reason. Mybe a
political reason. Maybe sonething to do with Holly and the Wite
House. Maybe the policy was to deal with this secretly, deal with it
hard, tackle it with a tight little team So tight the right hand
didn't know what the left was doing. Hence the unarned
search-and-rescue chopper. It had cone in blind. Hadn't known what it
was getting into

In which case this anmbushed guy he was watching was direct from

Chi cago. Part of the original operation that nust have started up back
on Monday. He |ooked like a senior guy. Maybe approaching fifty.
Coul d be Brogan, Holly's section head. Could even be MG ath, the top
boy. 1In either case that made M1 osevic the nole. Question was, was
he up here as well, or was he still back in Chicago?

The jeep turned slowy in the road. The Bureau guy in the suit was in
back, jammed between two arnmed men. Hi s nose was bl eedi ng and Reacher
could see a swelling starting on his face. Borken had tw sted his bul k
around and was talking at him The rest of the anmbush squad was
formng up in the road. The jeep drove past them north toward town.
Passed by thirty yards from where Reacher was standing in the trees. He
watched it go. Turned and picked up his rifle. Strolled through the
woods, deep in thought.

H's problemwas priority order. He had a rule: stick to the job in
hand. The job in hand was getting Holly away safe. Nothing else. But



this Bureau guy was in trouble. He thought about Jackson. The | ast
Bureau guy they'd gotten hold of. Mybe this new guy was heading for
the sane fate. In which case, he ought to intervene. And he liked the
| ook of the guy. He |ooked tough. Small, but strong. A lot of

energy. Some kind of charisma there. Mybe an ally would be a smart
thing to have. Two heads, better than one. Two pairs of hands. Four

trigger fingers. Useful. But his rule was: stick to the job in hand.
It had worked for himmany times over the years. It was a rule which
had served himwell. Should he bend that rule? O not? He stopped

and stood concealed in the forest while the anmbush squad marched by on
the road. Listened to the sound of their footsteps die away. Stood

t here and thought about the guy some nore and forced hinself toward a
t ough deci si on.

Ceneral Garber watched the whol e thing happen, too. He was a hundred
and fifty yards south of the anmbush. West side of the road, behind a
rocky outcrop, exactly three hundred yards south of where Readi er had
been. He had waited three mnutes and then followed MG ath in through
the ravine. Garber was also a reasonably fit man, but a |lot ol der and
it had cost hima lot to keep pace with MG ath. He had arrived at the
rocky outcrop and col | apsed, out of breath. He figured he had maybe
fifteen or twenty mnutes to recover before the rendezvous took place.
Then his plan was to follow behind the three agents and see what was
goi ng to happen. He didn't want anybody maki ng m stakes about Jack
Readi er.

But the rendezvous had never happened. He had watched the anbush and
realized a |l ot of m stakes had been nmade about a | ot of things.

"You're going to die," Borken said.

MG ath was janmed between two sol diers on the back seat of the jeep.
He was bounci ng around because the road was rough. But he couldn't
nmove his arms, because the seat was not really wi de enough for three
people. So he put the shrug into his injured face instead.

"W're all going to die," he said. "Sooner or later."

"Sooner or later, right,
sooner not later."

Borken said. "But for you, it's going to be

Borken was twi sted around in the front seat, staring. MG ath | ooked
past himat the vast blue sky. He |ooked at the small

3AK.

white clouds and thought: who was it? Wo knew? Air force operationa
personnel, he guessed, but that |ink was ludicrous. Had to be somebody
nearer and closer. Sonmebody nore involved. The only possibilities
wer e Johnson or his aide, or Wbster hinmself, or Brogan, or M/ osevic.
Gar ber, conceivably. He seened pretty hot on excusing this Reacher

guy. Was this sone nmlitary police conspiracy to overthrow the joint
chi ef s?

"Who was it, Borken?" he asked.
"Who was what, dead man?" Borken asked back

"Who's been talking to you?" MG ath said.



Borken smiled and tapped his finger on his tenple.

"Common cause," he said. This sort of issue, there are a lot nore
peopl e than you think on our side."

McG ath gl anced back to the sky and thought about Dexter, safe in the
White House. What had Webster said he'd said? Twelve nillion people?
O was it sixty-six mllion?

"You're going to die," Borken said again.

MG ath shifted his focus back.

"So tell me who it was, before | do," he said.

Borken grinned at him

"You'll find out," he said. "It's going to be a big surprise.”

The jeep pulled up in front of the courthouse. MGath tw sted and
| ooked up at it. There were six soldiers standing guard outside the
buil ding. They were fanned into a rough arc, facing south and east.

"She in there?" he asked.

Bor ken nodded and sm | ed.

"Right now she is," he said. "I may have to get her out later."

The wal ki e-talkie on his belt burst into life. A loud burst of static
and a quick distorted nessage. He pressed the key and bent his head
down. Acknow edged the information wi thout unclipping the unit. Then
he pulled the radio transmitter fromhis pocket. Flipped it open and
pul l ed up the short antenna. Pressed the send button

"Webster?" he said. "You lied to me. Twice. First, there were three
of your agents down there with you. W just rounded themall up."

He |istened to the response. Kept the radio tight against his ear
MG ath could not hear what Webster was sayi ng.

"Doesn't matter anyway," Borken said. "They weren't all on your side.
Sone people in this world will do anything for noney."

He paused for a response. Apparently there was none.

"And you bullshitted nme," Borken said. "You weren't going to fix the
line at all, were you? You were just stringing ne along."

Webster was starting a reply, but Borken cut himoff.
"You and Johnson," he said. "You can get off the bridge now. The
Marines stay there. W' re watching. You and Johnson wal k back to your
trucks. Get yourselves in front of those TVs. Should be sone
interesting action pretty soon."

He clicked off the radio and folded it back into his pocket. A big
wi de snmile on his face.

"You're going to die," he said to MGath for the third tine.



"Whi ch one?" MGath asked. "Brogan or M osevic?"
Bor ken grinned agai n.

"CQuess," he said. "Figure it out for yourself. You're supposed to be
the big smart federal investigator. Agent-in-charge, right?"

The driver junped down and pulled a pistol fromhis holster. Ained it
two- handed at McGrath's head. The |eft-hand guard squeezed out and
unslung his rifle. Held it ready. The right-hand guy did the sane.
Then Bor ken eased his bul k down.

"Qut," he said. "We walk from here."

McG at h shrugged and eased hinmself down into the circle of weapons.

Bor ken stepped behind hi mand caught his arns. Cuffed his wists

t oget her behind his back. Then he shoved himforward. Pointed beyond
the ruined county office.

"Up there, dead man," he said.

They left the jeep behind themnext to the courthouse. The two guards
formed up. MG ath stunbl ed across the street and up onto the | unpy
knoll. He was pushed past the dead tree. He was pushed left until he
found the path. He followed it around behind the old building. The
rough ground bit up through the thin soles of his ruined city shoes. He
m ght as well have been wal ki ng baref oot .

"Faster, asshole," Borken grunted at him

The guards were behind him prodding himforward with the nuzzl es of
their rifles. He picked up the pace and stunbl ed on through the woods.
He felt the blood clotting on his lip and nose. After a nile, he cane
out into the clearing he recognized fromthe surveillance pictures. It
| ooked bigger. From seven niles overhead, it had | ooked |ike a neat
hole in the trees, with a tidy circle of buildings. Fromground |evel,
it |ooked as big as a stadium Rough shale on the floor of the

cl earing, big wooden huts propped expertly on solid concrete piles.

"Wait here," Borken said.

He wal ked away and the two guards took up station either side of

MG ath as he gazed around. He saw the comunications hut, with the
phone wire and the whip antenna. He saw the other buildings. Snelled
stale institutional food com ng out of the largest. Saw the farthest
hut, standing on its own. Mist be their arnory, he thought.

He gl anced up and saw the vapor trails in the sky. The urgency of the
situation was witten up there, white on blue. The planes had
abandoned their innocent east-west trawing. Their trails had
tightened into continuous circles, one just inside the other. They
were flying around and around, centered seven niles above his head. He
stared up at them and nout hed: help! He wondered if their |enses were
good enough to pick that out. Wndered if maybe Wbster or Johnson or
Gar ber or Johnson's gofer could lip read Hi s best guess was: yes, and
no.

Reacher's problemwas a hell of an irony. For the first time in his
life, he wished his opponents were better shots. He was concealed in



the trees a hundred yards northwest of the courthouse. Looking down at
six sentries. They were ranged in a |loose arc, to the south and east
beyond the big white building. Reacher's rifle was trained on the
nearest man. But he wasn't shooting. Because if he did, the six nen
were going to shoot back. And they were going to mss.

Reacher was happy with an M16 and a range of a hundred yards. He
could pretty much absolutely guarantee to hit what he wanted with that
weapon at that range. He would bet his life onit. Mny tinmes, he
had. And nornally, the worse shots his opponents were, the happier
he'd be about it. But not in this situation

He woul d be shooting froma northwest direction. H s opponents would
be shooting back fromthe southeast. They would hear his shots, maybe
see sone nuzzle flash, they would take aim and they would fire. And
they would miss. They would shoot high and wide. The targets on the
rifle range were nute evidence for that conclusion. There had been
some competent shooting at three and four hundred yards. The damaged
targets bore witness to that fact. But Reacher's experience was that
guys who coul d shoot just about conpetently us at three or four hundred
yards on a range would be useless in a firefight. Lying still on a mat
and sighting in on a target in your own time was one thing. Shooting
into a noisy confused hailstormof bullets was a very different thing.
A different thing entirely. The guy defending the mssile trucks had
proved that. H's salvos had been all over the place. And that was the
problem Shooting back fromthe southeast, these guys' stray rounds
were going to be all over the place, too. Up and down, left and right.
The down rounds and the left rounds were no problem They were just
goi ng to damage the scrubby vegetation. But the up rounds and the
right rounds were going to hit the courthouse.

The M 16 uses bull ets designated MB55. Common NATO rounds, 5.56
mllineters in caliber, just a fraction under a quarter-inch wide.
Fairly heavy for their size, because they are a sandw ch of |ead and
steel inside a copper jacket. Designed for penetration. Those stray
rounds which hit the courthouse were going to inpact the siding at two
t housand miles an hour. They were going to punch through the old wood
like it wasn't there at all. They were going to smash through the
unstabl e dynanmite like a train weck. The energy of their inpact was
going to act like a better blasting cap than anything any n ning
conpany had ever possessed. That was what those bullets were designed
to do. Some committee had asked for a bullet capable of shooting

t hrough the sides of ammunition trucks. And that's what had been

del i vered.

So Reacher wasn't shooting. Three sentries, he mght have risked it.
He figured he could get off three aimed shots in maybe three seconds.
Too fast for any reaction. But six was too many. They were too spaced
out. Too nmuch physical mnovenent was required between rounds. The
|ater targets would have tinme to react. Not nuch time. Certainly not
enough to be accurate. That was the problem

Reversing the geonetry would be no help, either. He could work hinself
right around to the south. It would take himmaybe twenty ninutes to
skirt around in the trees and conme back at them fromthe opposite
direction. But then what? He would be | ooking at his targets, uphill
The courthouse woul d be right behind them He could hit each of them
in the head, no problemat all. But he couldn't ask the bullets just
to stop there in mdair. He couldn't prevent those hi gh-energy
copper-jackets bursting on out of the back of those skulls and headi ng



on their uphill trajectories straight toward the courthouse's
second-story walls. He shook his head and |l owered his rifle.

McGrat h saw Borken conferring with somebody on the edge of the
clearing. It was the guy who had | ed the anmbush squad. The guy who
had taken his gun and his bullets and punched himin the face. The two
of them were glancing at their watches and gl ancing up at the sky. They
wer e noddi ng. Borken slapped the guy on the shoul der and turned away.
Ducked into the trees and di sappeared back toward the town. The ambush
| eader started in toward McGath. He was snmiling. He was unslinging
his rifle.

"Show tine," he called.

He stepped near and reversed the rifle in his hands as he did so.
Smashed the butt into MG ath's stomach. MG ath went down on the
shale. One guard jammed the nmuzzle of his rifle into MG ath's throat.
The other jammed his into McGrath's stomach, right where the bl ow had

| anded.

"Lie still, asshole,”" the unit |eader said. "I'lI|l be back in a

m nute."

MG ath could not nove his head because of the rifle in his throat, but
he followed the guy with his eyes. He was going into the next-to-I|ast
hut in line. Not the arnory, which stood on its own. Some kind of an
equi prent store. He cane out with a mallet and ropes and four netal
objects. Dull green, army issue. As he got nearer, MG ath recognized
what they were. They were tent pegs. Maybe eighteen inches |ong,
designed for sone kind of big mess tent.

The guy dropped his load on the shale. The netal pegs clinked on the
stones. The guy nodded to the soldier with the gun in MG ath's belly
who straightened up and stepped away. The unit |eader took his place.
Used his own weapon to keep MG ath pinned down.

The sol dier got busy. He seenmed to know what he was supposed to do. He
used the mallet to drive the first peg into the ground. The ground was
stony and the guy had to work hard. He was swinging the nallet in a
big arc and using a lot of force. He drove the peg down until it was
two-thirds buried. Then he paced of f maybe eight feet and started
driving the second. MG ath followed himwith his eyes. Wen the
second peg was in, the guy paced another eight feet at a right angle
and hammered the third peg in. The fourth peg conpl eted an exact
square, eight feet on each side. MGath had a pretty good idea what
that square was for.

"W normally do this in the woods,"
do it vertically, with trees.”

the unit | eader said. "W nornmally

Then the guy pointed upward at the sky.
"But we need to let themsee," he said. They can't see properly in the
woods. This tinme of year, too many | eaves in the way, right?"

The guard who had driven the tent pegs into the ground was panting from
the exertion. He changed places with his | eader again. Jamed his
rifle into MGath's gut and | eaned on it, recovering. MG ath gasped
and squi rnmed under the pressure. The |eader squatted down and sorted

t hrough the ropes. Untangl ed one and caught McG ath by the ankle.



Looped the rope around and tied it off, hard. Used the rope to drag
McGath by the leg into the approximate center of the square. Then he
tied the loose end to the fourth peg. Tied it tight and tested it.

The second |l ength of rope went around McGrath's other ankle. It was
tied off to the third peg. MGath's |l egs were forced apart at a right
angle. H's hands were still cuffed behind his back, crushed agai nst

the rocky ground. The | eader used the sole of his boot to rol

MG ath's upper body sideways. Ducked down and unl ocked the cuff.
Caught a wist and | ooped a rope around. Tied it tight and haul ed the
wrist up to the second peg. He pulled on it until MGath's arm was
stretched tight, in a perfect straight Iine with the opposite |leg. Then
he tied it tight to the peg and reached down for the other wist. The
soldiers jamed their nuzzles in tighter. MGath stared up at the
vapor trails and gasped in pain as his armwas stretched tight and he
was tied into a perfect cross.

The two soldiers jerked their rifles away and stepped back. They stood
with their |eader. Gazing down. MGath lifted his head and | ooked
wildly around. Pulled on the ropes, and then realized he was only
pulling the knots tighter. The three nen stepped farther back and

gl anced up at the sky. MGath realized they were making sure the
caneras got an uninterrupted view.

The caneras were getting an uninterrupted view. Seven niles in the
sky, the pilots were flying circles, one on a tight radius of a few
mles, the other outside himon a wider path. Their canmeras were

trai ned downward, under the relentless control of their computers. The
i nside plane was focusing tight on the clearing where McG ath was
spreadeagl ed. The outer camera was zooned wi der, taking in the whole
of the area fromthe courthouse in the south to the abandoned mines in
the north. Their real-tine video signals were bouncing down nore or

| ess vertically to the dish vehicle parked behind the mobil e comand
post. The dish was focusing the datastream and feeding it through the
thick arnmored cable into the observation truck. Then the decoding
conputers were feeding the large color nonitors. Their phosphor
screens were displaying the appalling truth. General Johnson and his
ai de and Webster were notionless in front of them Mbtionless, silent,
staring. Video recorders were whirring away, dispassionately recording
every second's activity taking place six mles to the north. The whole
vehicle was humming with faint electronic energy. But it was as silent
as a tonb.

"Can you zoomin?" \Webster asked quietly. "On MG ath?"

The general's aide twi sted a bl ack rubber knob. Stared at the screen
He zooned in until the individual pixels in the picture began to clunp
toget her and distort. Then he backed off a fraction

"Close as we can get," he said.

It was cl ose enough. MG ath's spreadeagled figure just about filled
the screens. The unit |eader could be seen fromdirectly above,
stepping over the lengths of rope as he circled. He had a knife in his
hand. A bl ack handle, a shiny blade, maybe ten inches long. It |ooked
like a big kitchen knife. The sort of thing a gournet cook mi ght buy.
Useful for slicing a tough cut of steak into strips. The sort of too
that woul d get set out on the kitchen counter by sonmebody making a stew
or a stroganoff.



They saw the guy lay the knife flat on MG ath's chest. Then he used
both hands to fold back the flaps on MG ath's jacket. He | oosened
McGath's tie and pulled it sideways, alnost up under his ear. Then he
grasped the shirt and tore it open. The cotton pulled apart under the
knife, leaving the knife where it was, now next to the skin. The guy
pulled the tails out of the wai stband and tucked the shirt right back
to the sides. Carefully, well out of the way, |ike he was a surgeon
faced with a difficult emergency procedure.

They saw the guy pick up the knife again. He was squatted down to

MG ath's right, |eaning over slightly, holding the knife. He was
holding it point-down, close to MG ath's belly. The electronic pink
of McGrath's skin was reflected in the faces of the watchers inside the
observation vehicle.

They saw the guy raise the knife an inch. They saw his index finger
slide along the back of the blade, like he was adjusting his grip for
extra precision. They saw the bl ade nove down. The pale sun glinted
on the steel. Then their view was disrupted. A silent puff of pink

m st obscured the picture. Wen it cleared, the knife was still in the
guy's hand. But the guy had no head. H s whole head was a shattered
pi nk wound, and he was toppling slowy sideways.

FORTY- TWD

THE LEFT- HAND GUARD VWENT DOWN EASI LY ENOUGH, TOO. REACHER put a bull et
t hrough the side of his head, just above the ear, and he fell heavily,
right on top of the spreadeagl ed Bureau guy. But the right-hand guard
reacted. He spun away and hurdl ed the taut ropes, racing for the
trees. Reacher paused a beat and dropped himten feet away. The guy
spraw ed and slid noisily through the shale and put up a slick of dust.
Twi t ched once and di ed.

Then Reacher waited. The |ast staccato echo of the three shots cane
back off the farthest nmountains and faded into quiet. Reacher watched
the trees, all around the Bastion. Watched for novenent. The sunlight
was bright. Too bright to be sure. There was a | ot of contrast

bet ween the brightness of the clearing and the dark of the forest. So
he wait ed.

Then he came out from behind the radio hut at a desperate run. He
sprinted straight across the clearing to the nmess in the m ddle. Haul ed
t he bodies out of the way. The guard was sprawl ed right on top of the
Bureau guy. The unit |eader was across his legs. He dunped them out
of the way and found the knife. Sawed through the four coarse ropes.
Dragged the Bureau guy upright and pushed himoff back the way he'd
cone. Then he grabbed the two nearest rifles and sprinted after him
Caught hi mup hal fway. The guy was just tottering along. So Reacher
caught hi munder the arns and bundled himto safety. Threw him well
into the trees behind the huts and stood bent over, panting. Then he
took the nagazines off the newrifles and put one in his pocket and one
on his own gun. They were both the elongated thirty-shot versions.
He' d been down to six rounds. Now he had sixty. A ten-fold increase.
And he had anot her pair of hands.

"Are you Brogan?" he asked. "Or MG ath?"

The guy answered stiffly and neutrally. There was fear and panic and
confusion in his face.



"McGath," he said. "FBI."

Reacher nodded. The guy was shaken up, but he was an ally. He took
Fow er's Clock out of his pocket and held it out to him butt first.
MG ath was panting quietly and glancing wildly toward the deep cover
of the trees. There was aggression in his stance. H s hands were
balled into fists.

"What ?" Reacher asked him concerned.

MG ath darted forward and snatched the O ock and stepped back. Raised
it and went into a shooting stance and pointed it two-handed. At
Reacher's head. The cut ends of the ropes trailed down fromhis
wrists. Reacher just stared blankly at him

"Hell are you doi ng?" he asked.

"You're one of them" MGath said back. "Drop the rifle, OK?"
"What ?" Reacher said again.

"Just do it, OK?" MG ath said.

Reacher stared at him incredulous. Pointed through the trees at the
sprawl ed bodies in the Bastion.

"\What about that?" he asked. "Doesn't that nean anything to you?"

The C ock did not waver. |t was rock-steady, pointed straight at his
head, at the apex of a perfect braced position. MG ath |ooked |like a
picture in a training manual, except for the ropes hanging |ike
streanmers fromhis wists and ankl es.

"Doesn't that count for sonething?" Reacher asked again, pointing.

"Not necessarily," MG ath grow ed back. "You killed Peter Bell, too.
W know that. Just because you don't allow your troops to rape and
torture your hostages doesn't necessarily put you on the side of the
angel s. "

Reacher | ooked at himfor a | ong nonent, astonished Thought

hard. Then he nodded cautiously and dropped the rifle exactly hal fway
between the two of them Drop it right at his own feet, MG ath would
just tell himto kick it over toward him Drop it too near MG ath's
feet, and it wouldn't work. This guy was an experienced agent. From
the I ook of his shooting stance, Reacher was expecting at |east a basic
| evel of conpetence fromhim

MG ath gl anced down. Hesitated. He clearly didn't want Reacher near
him He didn't want him stepping nearer to nudge the rifle on toward
him So he slid his own foot forward to drag the weapon back cl ose. He
was maybe ten inches shorter than Reacher, all told. Aimng the C ock
at Reacher's head fromsix feet away, he was aimng it upward at a
fairly steep angle. As he slid his foot forward, he decreased his

ef fective hei ght by maybe an inch, which automatically increased the
upward sl ope of his arnms by a proportionate degree. And as he slid his
foot forward, it brought himslightly closer to Reacher, which

i ncreased the upward angle yet nore. By the time his toe was
scrabbling for the weapon, his upper arns were near his face,



interfering with his vision. Reacher waited for himto gl ance down
agai n.

He gl anced down. Reacher let his knees go and fell vertically. Lashed
back upward with his forearmand batted the C ock away. Swi ped a wide
arc with his other arm behind MG ath's knees and dunped himflat on
his back in the dirt. Cdosed his hand over MG ath's wist and
squeezed gently until the G ock shook free. He picked it up by the
barrel and held it the wong way around.

"Look at this," he said.

He shook his cuff back and exposed the crusted weal on his |eft
Wi st.

"I"'mnot one of them" he said. "They had nme handcuffed nost of the
tinme."

Then he held the d ock out, butt first, offering it again. MGath

stared at it, and then stared back into the clearing. He ducked his
head | eft and right to take in the bodies. @ anced back at Reacher

still confused.

"W had you down as a bad guy," he said.
Reacher nodded.
"Evidently," he said. "But why?"

"Video in the dry cleaners," McGath said. "Looked just like you were
shat chi ng her up."

Reacher shook his head.

"I nnocent passerby," he said.

MG ath kept on | ooking hard at him Quizzically, thinking. Reacher
saw himarrive at a decision. He nodded in turn and accepted the @ ock
and laid it on the forest floor, exactly between them like its
positioning was a synbol, a treaty. He started funbling at his shirt
bur tons Cut ends of rope flailed at his wists and ankl es.

"COK, can we start over?" he said, enbarrassed.

Reacher nodded and stuck out his hand.

"Sure," he said. "I'm Reacher, you're McGath. Holly's
agent-in-charge. Pleased to neet you."

MG ath smled ruefully and shook hands linply. Then he started
fumbling at the knots on his wist, one-handed.

"You know a guy called Garber?" MG ath asked.
Reacher nodded.
"Used to work for him" he said

"Garber told us you were clean,” MGath said. "W didn't believe
him"



"Naturally," Reacher said. "Garber always tells the truth. So nobody
ever believes him"

"So | apol ogize," McGath said. "lI'msorry, OK? But just try and see
it my way. You' ve been public eneny number one for five days."

Reacher waved t he apol ogy away and stood up and hel ped McGath to his
feet. Bent back down to the dirt and picked up the @ ock and handed it
to him

"Your nose OK?" he asked.

MG ath slipped the gun into his jacket pocket. Touched his nose
gently and gri maced.

"Bastard hit nme," he said. "I think it's broken. Just turned and hit
me, like they couldn't wait."

There was a noise in the woods, off to the left. Reacher caught

MG ath's armand pulled himdeeper into the forest. Pushed through
the brush and got facing east. He stood silently and |istened for
nmovermrent. MG ath was taking the ropes off his ankles and w ndi ng
hinsel f up to ask a question

"So is Holly OK?" he said.
Reacher nodded. But grimy.

"So far," he said. "But it's going to be a hell of a problemgetting
her out."

"I know about the dynamite," MGath said. That was the last thing
Jackson called in. Mnday night."

"It's a problem" Reacher said again. "One stray round, and she's had

it. And there are a hundred trigger-happy people up here. Watever we
do, we need to do it carefully. Have you got reinforcenents com ng in?
Host age rescue?"

McG at h shook his head.
"Not yet," he said. "Politics."

"Maybe that's good," Reacher said. "They're talking about mass suicide
if they ook like getting beat. Live free or die, you know?"

"\Whi chever," McGrath said. "Their choice. | don't care what happens
to them | just care about Holly."

They fell silent and crept together through the trees. Stopped deep in
t he woods, about level with the back of the nmess hall. Now Reacher was
wi nding himself up to ask a question. But he waited, frozen, a finger
to his lips. There was noise to his left. A patrol, sweeping the
fringe of the forest. MG ath made to nove, but Reacher caught his arm
and stopped him Better to stand stock still than to risk maki ng noi se
of their own. The patrol cane nearer. Reacher raised his rifle and
switched it to rapid fire. Snothered the sound of the click with his
palm MGath held his breath. The patrol was visible, ten feet away
through the trees. Six men, six rifles. They were gl anci ng



rhythm cally as they wal ked, left and right, left and right, between
t he edge of the sunny clearing and the dark green depths of the woods.
Reacher breathed out, silently. Amateurs, with poor training and bad
tactics. The bright sun in their eyes on every second gl ance was
ruining their chances of seeing into the gloomof the forest. They
were blind. They passed by w thout stopping. Reacher followed the
sound of their progress and turned back to MG ath.

"Where are Brogan and Ml osevic?" he whispered.
McG at h nodded, norosely.

"I know," he said, quietly. "One of themis bent. | finally figured
that out about half a second before they grabbed nme up."

"Where are they?" Reacher asked again.

"Up here somewhere," McGath said. "W cane in through the ravine
together, a mle apart."

"Which one is it?" Readier asked.

McG at h shrugged.

"I don't know," he said. "Can't figure it out. |'ve been going over
and over it. They both did good work. Ml osevic found the dry

cl eaner. He brought the video in. Brogan did a lot of work tracing it
all back here to Montana. He traced the truck. He liaised with
Quantico. M/ gut says neither one is bent."

"Wien was | 1D d?" Reacher asked.

"Thursday norning," McGath said. "W had your conplete history."
Reacher nodded.

"He called it in right away," he said. These people suddenly knew who
| was, Thursday norning."

McG at h shrugged agai n.

They were both there at the tine," he said. "W were all down at

Pet erson. "
"Did you get Holly's fax?" Reacher asked.

"What fax?" MGath said. "Wen?"

This norning," Reacher said. "Early, maybe ten to five? She faxed you
a warning."

"We're intercepting their line," McGath said. "In a truck," down the
road here. But ten to five, | was in bed."

"So who was minding the store?" Reacher asked.
MG at h nodded.

"Ml osevic and Brogan," he said, sourly. The two of them Ten to five
this nmorning, they'd just gone on duty. \Wichever one of themit is



nmust have gotten the fax and concealed it. But which one, | just don't
know. "

Reacher nodded back

"We could figure it out,"” he said. "O we could just wait and see. One
of themw Il be wal ki ng around best of friends and the other will be in
handcuffs, or dead. W'I|Il be able to tell the difference."

McG at h nodded, sourly.

"I can't wait," he said.
Then Reacher stiffened and pulled himten yards farther into the woods.
He had heard the patrol com ng back through the trees.

I nside the courtroom Borken had heard the three shots. He was sitting
in the judge's chair and he heard themclearly. They went:

crack crack ... crack and repeated a dozen tines as each of the distant
sl opes cannoned the echo back toward him He sent a runner back to the
Bastion. A mle there, a mle back on the wi nding path through the
woods. Twenty minutes wasted, then the runner got back panting with
the news. Three corpses, four cut ropes.

"Readi er," Borken said. "I should have wasted him at the beginning."

M | osevi ¢ nodded in agreenent.
"I want himkept away fromnme," he said. "I heard the autopsy report
on your friend Peter Bell. | just want my noney and safe passage out
of here, OK?"

Bor ken nodded. Then he | aughed. A sharp, nervous |augh that was part
excitement, part tension. He stood up and wal ked out from behind the
bench. Laughed and grinned and sl apped M| osevic on the shoul der

Hol Iy Johnson knew no nore than nost people do about dynanmite. She
couldn't renmenber its exact chem cal conposition. She knew anmoni um
nitrate and nitro cellul ose were in there sonmewhere. She wondered
about nitroglycerin. Ws that mxed in too? O was that some ot her

ki nd of explosive? Either way, she figured dynanite was sonme kind of a
sticky fluid, soaked into a porous material and nol ded into sticks.
Heavy sticks, quite dense. |If her walls were packed with heavy dense
sticks they woul d absorb a | ot of sound. Like a soundproofing layer in
a city apartnent. Wich meant the shots she'd heard had been
reasonabl y cl ose.

She'd heard: crack crack ... crack. But she didn't know who was
shooting at who, or why. They weren't handgun shots. She knew the
flat bark of a handgun from her time at Quantico. These were shots
froma long gun. Not the heavy thunp of the big Barratts fromthe
rifle range. A lighter weapon than that. Sonebody firing a
medi um caliber rifle three tines. O three people firing once, in a
ragged volley. But whichever it was, sonething was happening. And she
had to be ready.

Garber heard the shots, too. Crack crack... crack, maybe a thousand
yards northwest of him naybe twelve hundred. Then a dozen spaced
echoes com ng back fromthe nountainsides. He was in no doubt about



what they represented. An M 16, firing singles, the first pair in a
tight group of two which the mlitary called a double tap. The sound
of a conpetent shooter. The idea was to get the second round off
before the first shell case hit the ground. Then a third target, or
maybe an insurance shot into the second. An unm stakable rhythm Like
a signature. The audible signature of somebody w th hundreds of hours
of weapons training behind him Garber nodded to hinmsel f and noved
forward through the trees.

"I't nust be Brogan," Reacher whi spered.

McG ath | ooked surprised.
"Why Brogan?" he asked.

They were squatted down, backs to adjacent trunks, thirty yards into

t he woods, invisible. The search patrol had tracked back and m ssed
them again. MG ath had gi ven Reacher the whole story. He had rattled
t hrough the inportant parts of the investigation, one professional to
another, in a sort of insider's shorthand. Reacher had asked sharp
guestions and MG ath had given short answers.

Ti me and di stance,"” Reacher said. That was crucial. Think about it
fromtheir point of view They put us in the truck and they raced off
straight to Montana. Wat's that? Maybe seventeen hundred nil es?

Ei ght een hundr ed?"

"Probably," MG ath all owed.

"And Brogan's a smart guy," Reacher said. "And he knows you're a smart
guy. He knows you're smart enough to know that he's smart enough. So
he can't dead-end the whole thing. But what he can do is keep you al
far enough behind the action to stop you being a problem And that's
what he did. He managed the flow of information. The conmunication
had to be two-way, right? So Monday, he knew they'd rented a truck.
But right through Wednesday, he was still 'focusing you on stolen
trucks, right? He wasted a lot of time with that Arizona thing. Then
he finally makes the big breakthrough with the rental firmand the
stuff with the mud, and he | ooks |like the big hero, but in reality what
he's done is keep you way behind the chase. He's given themall the
time they need to get us here.”

"But he still got us here, right?" MGath said. "A ways behind them
K, but he brought us right here all the sane."

"No loss to him" Reacher said. "Borken was just itching to tell you
where she was, soon as she was safely here, right? The destination was
never going to be a secret, was it? That was the whol e point.

She was a deterrent to stop you attacking. No point in that, wthout
telling you exactly where she was."

MG ath grunted. Thinking about it. Unconvinced.
They bribed him" Reacher said. "You better believe it. They' ve got a
big war chest, McGath. Twenty nillion dollars, stolen bearer

bonds. "

The arnored car robbery?" MGath asked. "Northern California
somewhere? They did that?"



They' re boasting about it," Reacher said

McGath ran it through his head. Wnt pale. Reacher saw it and
nodded.

"Right," he said. "Let me make a guess: Brogan was never short of
nmoney, was he? Never groused about the salary, did he?"

"Shit," McGath said. Two alinmony checks every nmonth, girlfriend, silk
jackets, and | never even thought twice about it. | was just so
grateful he wasn't one of the mpaners.™

"He's collecting his next paynent right now," Reacher said. "And
M1l osevic is dead or |ocked up sonewhere.”

McG at h nodded sl owy.

"And Brogan worked out of California," he said. "Before he cane to ne.
Shit, | never thought twice. A buck gets ten he was the exact agent
who went after Borken. He said Sacramento couldn't make it stick. Said
the files were unclear as to why not. Wy not is because Borken was
handi ng hi m bucketfuls of dollars to nake sure it didn't stick. And the
bastard was taking them"

Reacher nodded. Said not hing.
"Shit," MGath said again. "Shit, shit, shit. M fault.”

Still Reacher said nothing. Mrre tactful just to keep quiet. He
understood McGrath's feelings. Understood his position. He had been
in the same position himself, tine to tine in the past. He had felt
the knife slip in, right between the shoul der bl ades.

"I"ll deal with Brogan later," MGath said finally. "After we go get
Holly. She mention nme at all? She realize |1'd come get her? She
mention that?"

Reacher nodded.

"She told ne she trusted her people," he said.

FORTY- THREE

FOR THE FIRST TIME I N TVWENTY YEARS CGENERAL CAREER HAD killed a nman. He
hadn't neant to. He had neant to lay the man out and take his weapon.
That was all. The man was part of an inner screen of sentries. They
were posted at haphazard intervals in a line a hundred yards south of
the courthouse. Carber had traw ed back and forth in the woods and
scoped themout. A ragged line of sentries, maybe forty or fifty yards
bet ween each one, two on the shoulders of the road and the rest in the
forest.

Gar ber had sel ected the one nearest to a straight |ine between hinself
and the big white building. The man was going to have to nove. Garber
needed direct access. And he needed a weapon. So he had selected the
man and worked nearer to him He had scraped up a fist-sized rock from
the danp forest floor. He had worked around behind him

Their |l ack of training made the whole thing easy. A sentry screen



shoul d be mobile. They should be nmoving side-to-side along the Iength
of the perimeter they are told to defend. That way, they cover every
inch of the territory, and they find out if the next man in |line has
been ambushed and dunped on the floor. But these men were static. Just
standing there. Watching and listening. Bad tactic.

The sel ected man was wearing a forage cap. It was canouflaged with the
wrong canouflage. It was a black-and-gray interrupted pattern
Carefully designed to be very effective in an urban environment.

Usel ess in a sun-dappled forest. Garber had come up behind the nan and
swung the rock. H't himneatly on the back of the head.

Ht himtoo hard. Problemwas, people are different. There's no set
amount of inpact that will do it. Not |like playing pool. You want to

roll the ball into the corner pocket, you know just about exactly how
hard you need to cue. But skulls are different. Some are hard. This
man's wasn't. It cracked |like an eggshell and the spinal cord severed

right up at the top and the man was dead before he hit the ground.
"Shit," Garber breathed.

He wasn't worried about the ethics of the situation. Not worried about
that at all. Forty years of dealing with hard nmen gone bad had defi ned
a whole lot of points for him ethically. He was worried about
buzzards. Unconscious nmen don't attract them Dead nen do. Buzzards
circling overhead spread information. They tell the other sentries:
one of your number is dead.

So Garber changed his plan slightly. He took the dead nan's M 16 and
nmoved forward farther than he really wanted to. He noved up to within
twenty yards of where the trees petered out. He worked left and right
until he saw a rock outcrop, ten yards beyond the edge of the woods.
That woul d be the site of his next cautious penetration. He slipped
behind a tree and squatted down. Stripped the rifle and checked its
condition. Reassenbled it, and waited.

Harl and Webster rolled back the videotape for the fourth time and

wat ched the action again. The puff of pink mst, the guard goi ng down,
the second guard taking off, the camera's sudden jerked zoomout to
cover the whole of the clearing, the second guard silently spraw ing.
Then a | ong pause. Then Reacher's crazy sprint. Reacher tossing
bodi es out of the way, slashing at the ropes, bundling McGath to
safety.

"W nade a mi stake about that guy," Wbster said.

CGeneral Johnson nodded

"I wish Garber was still here," he said. "I owe himan apol ogy."

"Planes are low on fuel," the aide said into the silence.
OCA
Johnson nodded agai n.

"Send one back," he said. "W don't need both of themup there
anynore. Let them spell each other."

The aide called Peterson and within half a mnute three of the six



screens in the vehicle went blank as the outer plane peeled off and
headed south. The inner plane relaxed its radius and zooned its canera
out to cover the whole area. The close-up of the clearing fell away to
the size of a quarter and the big white courthouse swaminto view,
bottom ri ght-hand corner of the screens. Three identical views on
three gl owi ng screens, one for each of them They hunched forward in
their chairs and stared. The radio in Wbster's pocket started
crackl i ng.

"Webster?" Borken's voice said. "You there?"
"I"'mhere," Webster replied.

"What's with the plane?" Borken said. "You losing interest or
somet hi ng?"

For a second, Wbster wondered how he knew. Then he renmenbered the
vapor trails. They were like a diagram up there in the sky.

"Who was it?" he asked. "Brogan or M osevic?"

"What's with the plane?" Borken asked again.

"Low fuel," Webster said. "It'll be back."

There was a pause. Then Borken's voi ce cane back

"OK, " he said.

"So who was it?" Wbster asked again. "Brogan or M| osevic?"

But the radio just went dead on him He clicked the button off and
caught Johnson | ooking at him Johnson's face was saying: the mlitary
man turned out good and the Bureau guy turned out bad. Wbster
shrugged. Tried to nmake it rueful. Tried to make it mean: we both
made m stakes. But Johnson's face said: you should have known.

"Could be a problem right?" the aide said. "Brogan and M osevic?
VWhi chever one is the good guy, he still thinks Reacher's his eneny. And
whi chever one is the bad guy, he knows Reacher's his eneny."

Webst er | ooked away. Turned back to the bank of screens.

Borken put the radio back in the pocket of his black uniform Drummed
his fingers on the judge's desk. Looked at the people |ooking back at
hi m

"One canera is enough,"” he said.

"Sure," MIlosevic said. "One is as good as two."

"We don't need interference right now," Borken said. "So we should
nail Reacher before we do anything else."

M | osevi ¢ gl anced around, nervously.

"Don't | ook at ne,’
nmoney. "

he said. "lI'mstaying in here. | just want ny

Borken | ooked at him Still thinking.



"You know how to catch a tiger?" he asked. "O a |eopard or
somet hing? Qut in the jungle?"

"What ?* M | osevi c asked.

"You tether a goat to a stake," Borken said. "And lie in wait."
"What ?" M| osevic asked again.

"Reacher was willing to rescue McGath, right?" Borken said. "So
maybe he's willing to rescue your pal Brogan, too."

Ceneral Garber heard the commotion and risked noving up a few yards. He
made it to where the trees thinned out and he crouched. Shuffled
sideways to his left to get a better view The courthouse was dead
ahead up the rise. The south wall was face-on to him but he had a
narrow angl e down the front. He could see the main entrance. He could
see the steps up to the door. He saw a gaggle of nen come out. Six
men. There were two flanking point men, alert, scanning around, rifles
poi sed. The other four were carrying sonebody, spreadeagl ed,

face-down. The person had been seized by the wists and the ankles. It
was a man. Garber could tell by the voice. He was bucking and

t hrashing and screaming. It was Brogan

Garber went cold. He knew what had happened to Jackson. MG ath had
told him He raised his rifle. Sighted in on the nearer point man.
Tracked him snoothly as he noved right to left. Then his periphera
vi sion swept the other five. Then he thought about the sentry screen
behind him He grimaced and |owered the rifle. |Inpossible odds. He
had a rule: stick to the job in hand. He'd preached it |ike a gospe
for forty years. And the job in hand was to get Holly Johnson out
alive. He crept backward into the forest and shrugged at the two nen
besi de him

The Chinook crew had cl anbered out of their wecked craft and stunbl ed
away into the forest. They had thought they were heading south, but in
their disorientation they had noved due north. They had passed
straight through the sentry screen w thout know ng anything about it
and come upon a three-star general sitting at the base of a pine. The
general had haul ed them down and told themto hide. They thought they
were in a dream and they were hoping to wake up. They said nothing
and |istened as the scream ng faded behind the ruined county offices.

Reacher and McGrath heard it mnutes later. Faintly, at first, deep in
the forest to their left. Then it built |ouder. They noved together
level with a gap between huts where they could see across the Bastion
to the mouth of the track. They were ten feet into the forest, far
enough back to be well conceal ed, far enough forward to observe.

They saw the two point men burst out into the sunlight. Then four nore
men, wal king in step, rifles slung, |eaning outward, arnmns
count er bal anci ng sonet hi ng heavy they were carrying. Something that
was bucki ng and thrashing and scream ng

"Christ," MG ath whispered. That's Brogan."

Reacher stared for a long time. Silent. Then he nodded.

"I was wong," he said. "MIlosevic is the bad guy."



MG ath clicked the Clock's trigger to release the safety device.
"Wait," Reacher whispered.

He noved right and signaled McGrath to follow They stayed deep in the
trees and paralleled the six men and Brogan across the clearing. The
men were novi ng sl ow across the shale, and Brogan's screamn ng was
getting |l ouder. They |ooped past the bodies and the tent pegs and the
cut ropes and wal ked on

They' re going to the punishrment hut," Reacher whi spered.

They | ost sight of themas the trees closed around the path to the next
clearing. But they could still hear the scream ng. Sounded I|ike
Brogan knew exactly what was going to happen to him MGath
renmenbered recounting Borken's end of the conversation on the radio.
Reacher renenbered buryi ng Jackson's mangl ed body.

They risked getting a little closer to the next clearing. Saw the six
men head for the wi ndow ess hut and stop at the door. The point mnen
turned and covered the area with their rifles. The guy gripping
Brogan's right wist funbled the key out of his pocket with his spare
hand. Brogan yelled for help. He yelled for mercy. The guy unl ocked
the door. Swung it open. Stopped in surprise on the threshold and
shout ed.

Joseph Ray cane out. Still naked, his clothes balled in his arns.
Dried blood all over the bottomof his face |like a mask. He danced and
stunbl ed over the shale in his bare feet. The six nmen watched him

go.

"Who the hell's that?" MG ath whispered.
"Just some asshol e," Reacher whi spered back

Brogan was dropped onto the ground. Then he was haul ed upright by the
collar. He was staring wildly around and scream ng. Reacher saw his
face, white and terrified, mouth open. The six men threw himinto the
hut. They stepped in after him The door slamred. MG ath and
Reacher noved cl oser. They heard screanms and the thunp of a body
hitting the walls. Those sounds went on for several mnutes. Then it
went quiet. The door opened. The six men filed out, snmiling and
dusting their hands. The last nan darted back for a final kick
Reacher heard the blow | and and Brogan scream Then the guy | ocked the
door and hustled after the others. They crunched over the stones and
were gone. The clearing fell silent.

Holly Iinped across the raised floor to the door. Pressed her ear onto
it and listened. Al quiet. No sound. She |linmped back to her
mattress and picked up the spare pair of fatigue trousers. Used her
teeth to pick the seans. Tore the material apart until she had
separated the front panel of one of the legs. 1t gave her a piece of
canvas cloth maybe thirty inches long and six wide. She took it into

t he bathroom and ran the sink full of hot water. Soaked the strip of
cloth init. Then she took off her trousers. Squeezed the soaking
canvas out and bound it as tight as she could around her knee. Tied it
of f and put her trousers back on. Her idea was the hot wet cloth m ght
shrink slightly as it dried. It mght tighten nore. It was as near as
she was going to get to solving her problem Keeping the joint rigid



was the only way to kill the pain.

Then she did what she'd been rehearsing. She pulled the rubber foot
of f the bottom of her crutch. Smashed the netal end into the tile in
the shower. The tile shattered. She reversed the crutch and used the
end of the curved elbow clip to prise the shards off the wall. She
selected two. Each was a rough triangle, narrow at the

diQ

base and pointed. She used the edge of the elbowclip to scrape away
the clay at the leading point. Left the vitrified white surface |ayer
intact, |like the blade of a knife.

She put her weapons in two separate pockets. Pulled the shower curtain
to conceal the danmage. Put the rubber foot back on the crutch. Linped
back to her mattress and sat down to wait.

The problemw th using just one camera was that it had to be set to a
fairly wide shot. That was the only way to cover the whole area. So
any particular thing was small on the screen. The group of nen
carrying somet hing had shown up like a large insect crawling across the
gl ass.

"Was that Brogan?" \Webster asked out | oud.
The aide ran the video back and wat ched agai n.

"He's face down," he said. "Hard to tell."

He froze the action and used the digital manipulator to enlarge the
picture. Adjusted the joystick to put the spreadeagled man in the
center of the screen. Zooned right in until the inage bl urred.
"Hard to tell," he said again. "It's one of them that's for sure."

"I think it was Brogan," Wbster said.

Johnson | ooked hard. Used his finger and thunb agai nst the screen to
estimate the guy's height, head to toes.

"How tall is he?" he asked.

"How tall is he?" Reacher asked suddenly.

"What ?" MG ath said.

Reacher was behind McGrath in the trees, staring out at the puni shnment
hut. He was staring at the front wall. The wall was maybe twel ve feet
I ong, eight feet high. Right to left there was a two-foot panel, then
the door, thirty inches wi de, hinged on the right, handle on the left.
Then a panel probably seven and a half feet wi de running down to the
end of the building.

"How tall is he?" Reacher asked again.

"Christ, does it matter?" MG ath said.

"I think it does," Reacher said.



MG ath turned and stared at him
"Five nine, maybe five ten," he said. "Not an especially big guy."

The cl addi ng was nade up of horizontal eight-by-fours nailed over the
frame. There was a seam hal fway up. The floor was probably
three-quarters board laid over two-by-fours. Therefore the floor
started nearly five inches above the bottom of the outside cladding.
About an inch and a half bel ow the bottom of the doorway.

"Skinny, right?" Reacher said.

MG ath was still staring at him

Thirty-eight regular, best guess," he said.

Reacher nodded. The walls would be two-by-fours clad inside and out
with the plywod. Total thickness five and a half inches, naybe I|ess
if the inside cladding was thinner. Call it the inside face of the end
wall was five inches in fromthe corner, and the floor was five inches
up fromthe bottom

"Ri ght - handed or |eft-handed?" Reacher asked.

"Speak to ne," McGath hissed.

"Whi ch?" Reacher said.

"Ri ght - handed,"” McGrath said. "I'mpretty sure.”

The two-by-fours would be on sixteen-inch centers. That was the
standard di nension. But fromthe corner of the hut to the right-hand
edge of the door, the distance was only two feet. Two feet less five
i nches, for the thickness of the end wall, was nineteen inches. There
was probably a two-by-four set right in the mddle of that span. Unless
they skinmped it, which was no problem The wall would be stuffed with
fibergl ass waddi ng, for insulation.

"Stand back," Reacher whispered.

"Why?" MG ath said.

"Just do it," Reacher replied.

MG ath noved out of the way. Reacher put his eyes on a spot ten
inches in fromthe end of the hut and just shy of five feet up fromthe
bottom Swayed left and rested his shoulder on a tree. Raised his

M 16 and sighted it in.

"Hell are you doing?" MGath hissed.

Reacher made no reply. Just waited for his heart to beat and fired.
The rifle cracked and the bullet punched through the siding a hundred
yards away. Ten inches fromthe corner, five feet fromthe ground.
"Hel |l are you doing?" MGath hissed again.

Reacher just grabbed his armand pulled himinto the woods. Dragged

himnorth and waited. Two things happened. The six men burst back
into the clearing. And the door of the punishment hut opened. Brogan



was framed in the doorway. His right arm was

QUA

hanging linp. His right shoul der was shattered and pumping blood. In
his right hand, he was holding his Bureau .38. The hamrer was back.
H s ringer was tight on the trigger.

Readi er snicked the M16 to burst fire. Stitched five bursts of three
shells into the ground, halfway across the clearing. The six nen

ski dded away, |ike they were suddenly facing an invisible barrier or a
drop off a tall cliff. They ran for the woods. Brogan stepped out of
the hut. Stood in a bar of sunshine and tried to lift his revol ver.
Hs armwouldn't work. It hung usel essly.

"Decoy," Reacher said. "They thought 1'd go in after him He was
wai ti ng behind the door with his gun. | knew he was the bad guy. But
they had ne fooled for a nmonment."

MG ath nodded slowy. Stared at the government-issue .38 in Brogan's
hand. Renenbered his own being confiscated. He raised the O ock and
wedged his wist against a tree. Sighted down the barrel.

"Forget it," Reacher said.
MG ath kept his eyes on Brogan and shook his head.

"I"'mnot going to forget it," he said quietly. "Bastard sold Holly
out."

"I meant forget the O ock," Reacher said. That's a hundred yards.
Clock won't get near. You'd be lucky to hit the damm hut from here."

MG ath |owered the d ock and Reacher handed himthe M 16. Watched
with interest as MG ath sighted it in.

"Where?" Reacher asked.
"Chest," McGath said.
Reacher nodded.

"Chest is good," he said.

MG ath steadied hinself and fired. He was good, but not really good.
The rifle was still set to burst fire, and it |oosed three rounds. The
first hit Brogan in the upper left of his forehead, and the other two
stitched upward and bl asted fragnments off the door frame. Good, but
not very. But good enough to do the job. Brogan went down like a

mari onette with the strings cut. He just telescoped into the ground,
right in front of the doorway. Reacher took the M 16 back and sprayed
the trees on the edge of the clearing until the magazine clicked enpty.
Rel oaded and handed the O ock back to MG ath. Nodded hi m east through
the forest. They turned together and

wal ked straight into Joseph Ray. He was unarmed and half dressed.
Bl ood dried on his face |like brown paint. He was funbling with his
shirt buttons. They were done up into the wong hol es.

"Wiren and children are going to die," he said.



"You all got an hour, Joe," Reacher said back to him "Spread the
word. Anybody wants to stay alive, better head for the hills."

The guy just shook his head.

"No," he said. "W've got to assenble on the parade ground. Those are
our instructions. W've got to wait for Beau there."

"Beau won't be coming," Reacher said.

Ray shook his head again.

"He will be," he said. "You won't beat Beau, whoever you are. Can't
be done. W got to wait for him He's going to tell us what to do."
"Run for it, Joe,"
of here.”

Reacher said. "For Christ's sake, get your kids out

"Beau says they have to stay here," Ray said. "Either to enjoy the
fruits of victory, or to suffer the consequences of defeat."

Reacher just stared at him Ray's bright eyes shone out. His teeth
flashed in a brief defiant snmle. He ducked his head and ran away.

"Wirren and children are going to die?" MG ath repeated.

"Borken's propaganda," Reacher said. "He's got themall convinced
conpul sory suicide is the penalty for getting beat around here."

"And they're standing still for it?" MG ath asked.
"He controls them" Reacher said. "W rse than you can imgine."

"I"'mnot interested in beating them" MGath said. "R ght now, | just
want to get Holly out."

"Same thing," Reacher said.
They wal ked on in silence, through the trees in the direction of the
Basti on.

"How di d you know?" MG ath asked. "About Brogan?"
Reacher shrugged.

"I just felt it," he said. "His face, | guess. They like hitting
people in the face. They did it to you. But Brogan was unmarked. |
saw his face, no damage, no blood. | figured that was wong. The
excitement of an anbush, the tension, they'd have worked it off by
roughing himup a little. Like they did with you. But he was theirs,
so he just wal ked in, handshakes all around."

McG at h nodded. Put his hand up and felt his nose.
"But what if you were wong?" he said.
"Wl dn't have mattered," Reacher said. "If | was wong, he wouldn't

have been standi ng behind the door. He'd have been down on the fl oor
with a bunch of broken ribs because all that thunmping around woul d have



been for real."
McG at h nodded agai n.

"And all that shouting," Reacher said. "They paraded al ong, real slow,
with the guy shouting his head off. They were trying to attract ny
attention.”

They're good at that," McGath said. "Wbster's worried about it. He
doesn't understand why Borken seens so set on getting attention
escal ating this whole thing way bigger than he needs to."

They were in the woods. Hal fway between the small clearing and the
Basti on. Reacher stopped. Like the breath had been knocked out of
him H's hands went up to his mouth. He stood breathless, like al
the air had been sucked off the planet.

"Christ, | know why," he said. "It's a decoy."
"What ?" MG ath asked.
"I"'mgetting a bad feeling," Reacher said.

"About what?" MGath asked him urgently.
"Borken," Reacher said. "Sonething doesn't add up. Hi's intentions.
Strike the first blow But where's Stevie? You know what? | think
there are two first blows, MGath. This stuff up here and sonet hi ng
el se, somewhere else. A surprise attack. Like Pearl Harbor, like his
damm war books. That's why he's set on escal ating everything. Holly,
the suicide thing. He wants all the attention up here."

FORTY- FOUR

HOLLY WAS STANDI NG UPRI GHT AND FACI NG HER DOCR WHEN THEY came for her
The tight wap on her knee was drying stiff. So she had to stand
because her leg would no I onger bend. And she wanted to stand, because
that was the best way to do it.

She heard the footsteps in the | obby. Heard themclatter up the
stairs. Two nmen, she estimated. She heard them halt outside her door
Heard the key slide in and the |l ock click back. She blinked once and
took a breath. The door opened. Two nen crowded in. Two rifles. She
stood upright and faced them One stepped forward. "CQutside, bitch,"
he sai d.

She gripped her crutch. Leaned on it heavily and |inped across the
floor. Slowy. She wanted to be outside before anybody realized she
could nove better than they thought. Before anybody realized she was
arnmed and danger ous.

"Strike the first blow " Reacher said. "I interpreted that al
wr ong. "

"Why?" MG ath asked urgently.

"Because | haven't seen Stevie," Reacher said. "Not since early this
nmorning. Stevie's not here anynore. Stevie's gone sonewhere else.”

"Reacher, you're not making any sense," MG ath said



Reacher shook his head like he was clearing it and snapped back into
focus. Set off racing east through the trees. Talking quietly, but
urgently.

"I was wong," he said. "Borken said they were going to strike the
first blow Against the system | thought he neant the declaration of
i ndependence. | thought that was the first blow The declaration, and
the battle to secure this territory. | thought that was it. On its
own. But they're doing sonething else as well. Somewhere el se.

They' re doing two things at once. Simnultaneous."

"What are you saying?" MG ath asked.

"Attention," Reacher said. The declaration of independence is focusing
attention up here in Mntana, right?"

"Sure," McGath said. They planned to have CNN and the United Nations
up here watching it happen. That's a lot of attention."

"But they'd have been in the wong place," Reacher said. "Borken had a
bookcase full of theory telling himnot to do what they expect. A
whol e shelf all about Pearl Harbor. And | overheard himtalking in the
m ne. \When he was fetching the nmissile launcher. Fow er was with him
Borken told Fow er by tonight this place will be way down the |ist of
priorities. So they're doing sonething el se someplace el se as well.
Sonet hing different, maybe sonething bigger. Twi n blows against the
system"”

"But what?" MGath asked. "And where? Near here?"

"No," Reacher said. "Probably far away. Like Pearl Harbor was.
They're reaching out, trying to land a killer blow somewhere. Because
there's a tinme factor here. It's all coordinated.”

MG ath stared at him

They planned it well," Reacher said. "Getting everybody's attention
fixed up here. |ndependence. That stuff they were going to do with
you. They were going to kill you slowy, with the cameras watching.

Then the threats of mass suicide, wonen and children dying. A

hi gh- st akes siege. So nobody woul d be | ooki ng anywhere el se. Borken's
cleverer than | thought. Tw n bl ows, each one covering for the other
Everybody' s | ooki ng up here, then sonething big happens somepl ace el se,
everybody's | ooki ng down there, and he consolidates his new nation back
up here."

"But where is it happening, for God' s sake?" MG ath asked. "And what
the hell is it?"

Reacher stopped and shook his head.

"I just don't know, " he said.

Then he froze. There was a crashing noise up ahead and a patrol of six
men burst around a tight thicket of pines and stopped dead in front of
them They had M16s in their hands, grenades on their belts, and

surprise and delight on their faces.

Bor ken had depl oyed every man he had to the search for Reacher, except



for the two he had retained to deal with Holly. He heard them start
down the courthouse stairs. He pulled the radio fromhis pocket and
flipped it open. Extended the stubby antenna and pressed the button

"Webster?" he said. "Get focused in, OK? W'IIl talk again in a
m nute. "

He didn't wait for any reply. Just snapped the radio off and turned
his head as he tracked the sound of the footsteps on their way
out si de.

From seventy-five yards south, Garber saw them cone out of the door and
down the steps. He had noved out of the woods. He had noved forward
and crouched behind the outcrop of rock. He figured that was safe
enough, now he had back-up of a sort. The Chinook crewnen were thirty
yards behind him well separated, well hidden, instructed to yell if
anybody approached fromthe rear. So Garber was resting easy, staring
up the slope at the big white buil ding.

He saw two arned nmen, bearded, starting down the steps. They were
dragging a snaller figure with a crutch. A halo of dark hair, neat
green fatigues. Holly Johnson. He had never seen her before. Only in
t he phot ographs the Bureau nmen had showed him The phot ographs had not
done her justice. Even from seventy-five yards, he could feel the gl ow
of her character. Some kind of radiant energy. He felt it, and pulled
his rifle closer.

The M 16 in Reacher's hands was a 1987 product manufactured by the Colt
Firearnms Conpany in Hartford, Connecticut. It was the A2 version. |Its
principal new feature was the replacenent of automatic fire with burst
fire. For the sake of econony, the trigger rel ocked after each burst
of three shells. The idea was to waste |ess anmmunition

Six targets, three shells each fromthe fresh magazi ne, a total of

ei ghteen shells and six trigger pulls. Each burst of three shells took
a fifth of a second, so the firing sequence itself anpbunted to just one
and a fifth seconds. It was pulling the trigger over and over again
whi ch wasted the tinme. It wasted so nmuch tinme for Reacher that he ran
into trouble after the fourth guy was down. He wasn't aimng. He was
just tracking a casual left-to-right arc, close range into the bodies
in front of him The opposing rifles were coming up as a unit. The
first four never got there. But the fifth and the sixth were already
rai sed horizontal by the time the fourth went back down,

t wo- and- a- quarter seconds into the sequence.

So Reacher ganmbled. It was the sort of instinctive ganble you take so
fast that to call it a split-second decision is to understate the speed
by an absurd factor. He skipped his M16 straight to the sixth guy,
totally sure that McGrath would take the fifth guy with the C ock. The
sort of instinctive ganble you take based on absolutely nothing at al
except a feeling, which is itself based on absolutely nothing at al
except the |l ook of the guy and how he conpares with the | ook of other
peopl e worth trusting in the past.

The flat crack of the Clock was |ost under the rattle of the M 16 but
the fifth guy went down simultaneous with the sixth. Reacher and

MG ath crashed sideways together into the brush and flattened into the
ground. Stared through the sudden dead silence at the cordite snoke
rising gently through the shafts of sunlight. No nmovenent. No
survivors. MG ath blew a big sigh and stuck out his hand, fromfl at



on the ground. Reacher tw sted around and shook it.

"You're pretty quick for an old guy," he said.

That's how | got to be an old guy," MG ath said back

They stood up slowy and ducked back farther into the trees. Then they
could hear nore people noving toward themin the forest. A stream of
peopl e was nmovi ng northwest out of the Bastion. MG ath raised the
O ock again and Reacher snicked the M 16 back to singles. He had
twel ve shells left. Too fewto waste, even with the A2's econony
nmeasure. Then they saw wonen through the trees. Wmen and children
Sonme men with them Family groups. They were nmarching in colums of
two. Reacher saw Joseph Ray, a woman at his side, two boys narching
blankly in front of him He saw the woman fromthe nmess kitchen

mar ching side by side with a man. Three children wal king stolidly in
front of them

"Where are they going?' MG ath whispered.
"The parade ground," Reacher said. "Borken ordered it, right?"
"Why don't they just run for it?" MG ath said.

Reacher shrugged and said nothing. He had no explanation. He stood
conceal ed and wat ched the bl ank faces pass through the dappl ed woods.
Then he touched McGrath's armand they sprinted on through the trees
and came out behind the mess hall. Reacher glanced cautiously around.
Stretched up and grabbed at the roof overhang. Put a foot up on the
wi ndow | edge and haul ed hinmsel f up onto the shingles. Craw ed up the
sl ope of the roof and steadi ed hinself against the bright netal
chimey. Raised the stolen field glasses and trai ned them sout heast,
down toward the town, thinking: OK but what the hell else is
happeni ng? And where?

Ceneral Johnson's aide had the nost aptitude with the conputer
controls, either fromfamliarity with such things, or from being
younger. He used the rubber knobs and the joystick to focus on the
area in front of the courthouse steps. Then he zoonmed out a touch to
frame the view He had the western face of the courthouse on the right
of the screen and the eastern face of the ruined county office on the
left. In between were the two | awmns, one abandoned and scrubby, the
other still reasonably flat. The road ran vertically up the center of
the picture, like a map. The jeep which had brought McGath in was
still there where they had dunped it. The aide used it to check his
focus. It came in crisp and clear. It was a mlitary surplus vehicle.
Snmudged white stencils. They could see the wi ndshield fol ded down, and
a canvas map case and a jerry can for fuel and a short-handl ed shovel
clipped on the rear.

They all saw the two nmen bring Holly out. From above, they were in a
perfect straight diagonal line, with Holly alone in the niddle, |ike

t he shape you see when a die rolls a three. They brought her out and
wai ted. Then they saw a huge figure |unbering down the courthouse
steps behind them Borken. He stepped into the road and | ooked up
Right into the canmera, invisible seven nmiles above him He stared and
waved. Raised his right hand high. There was a black gun in it. Then
he | ooked down and fiddled with sonething in his left hand. Raised it
to his ear. The radio on the desk in front of Wbster crackl ed.
Webster picked it up and flipped it open.



"Yes?" he said.
They saw Borken waving up at the canera again.

"See me?" he said.

"W see you," Webster said quietly.

"See this?" Borken asked.

He rai sed the gun again. The general's aide zooned in tight. Borken's
huge bulk filled the screen. Upturned pink face, black pistol held
hi gh.

"W see it," Webster said.
The ai de zoonmed back out. Borken resuned his proper perspective.
"Si g- Sauer P226," Borken said. "You famliar with that weapon?"

Webst er paused. d anced around.

"Yes," he said.

"Nine-mllinmeter," Borken said. "Fifteen shots to a clip."
"So?"  \Webster asked.
Bor ken |l aughed. A loud sound in Wbster's ear.

"Time for sone target practice," Borken said. "And guess what the
target is?"

They saw the two nen nove toward Holly. Then they saw Holly's crutch
cone up. She held it level with both hands. She smashed it hard into
the first man's gut. She whipped it back and swng it. Spun and hit
the second man in the head. But it was light alum num No wei ght
behind it. She dropped it and her hands went to her pockets. Cane out
with something in each palm Things that glinted and caught the sun
She skipped forward and sl ashed desperately at the face in front of
her. Danced and whirled and swng the glinting weapons.

The aide jerked the zoomcontrol. The first man was down, clutching at
his throat and face. Blood on his hands. Holly was spinning fast
circles, slashing at the air like a panther in a cage turning on a
stiff leg, the other foot dancing in and out as she darted left and
right. Webster could hear distorted breathing and gaspi ng t hrough the
ear pi ece. He could hear shouting and screaming. He stared at the
screen and pleaded silently: go left, Holly, go for the jeep.

She went right. Swung her |eft hand high and held her right hand | ow,
like a boxer. Darted for the second man. He raised his rifle, but
crossways, in a sheer panic nove to ward off the slashing blow He
punched the rifle up to neet her armand her wist cracked agai nst the
barrel. Her weapon flew off into the air. She kicked hard under the
rifle and caught himin the groin. He wheeled away and col | apsed. She
darted for Borken. Her glittering hand swung a vicious arc. Wbster
heard a shriek in his ear. The canmera showed Borken ducki ng away,
Holly swarming after him But the first man was up agai n, behind her



Hesitating. Then he was swinging his rifle like a bat. He caught her
with the stock flat on the back of her head. She went linp. Her leg
stayed stiff. She collapsed over it like she was falling over a gate
and spraw ed on the road at Borken's feet.

Two down. One of themwas Holly. Reacher adjusted the field gl asses
and stared at her. Two still standing. A grunt with arifle, and
Borken with a handgun and the radio. All in a tight knot, visible

t hrough the trees twel ve hundred yards sout heast and three hundred feet
bel ow. Reacher stared at Holly, inert on the ground. He wanted her

He | oved her for her courage. Two armed nen and Borken, and she'd gone
for it. Hopeless but she'd gone for it. He lowered the field glasses
and hitched his |l egs around the chimey. Like he was riding a netal
horse. The chimey was warm Hi s upper body was flat on the slope of
the roof. His head and shoul ders were barely above the ridge. He
raised the field glasses again, and held his breath, and waited.

They saw Borken's agitated gestures and then the injured man was
getting up and noving in with the other who had hit her. They saw them
pi nni ng her arms behind her and dragging her to her feet. Her head was
hangi ng down. One |l eg was bent, and the other was stiff. They propped
her on it and paused. Borken signaled themto nmove. They dragged her
away across the road. Then Borken's voice cane back in Wbster's ear

| oud and breat hy.

"OK, fun's over," he said. Tut her old man on."

Webst er handed the radio to Johnson. He stared at it. Raised it to
his ear.

"Anyt hi ng you want,'
her."

he said. "Anything at all. Just don't hurt

Bor ken |l aughed. A loud, relieved chuckle.
That's the kind of attitude |I like," he said. "Now watch this."

The two men dragged Holly up the knoll in front of the ruined

QH

of fice building. Dragged her over to the stunp of the dead tree. They
turned her and wal ked her until her back thunped agai nst the wood. They
wr apped her arns around the stunp behind her. Her head cane up. She
shook it, in a daze. One nan held both wists while the other funbled
wi th somet hing. Handcuffs. He |locked her wists behind the tree. The
two nmen stepped away, back toward Borken. Holly fell and slid down the
stunp. Then she pushed back and stood up. Shook her head again and
gazed around.

"Target practice," Borken said into the radio.

Johnson's aide fiddled with the zoom and nade the picture bigger
Bor ken was wal ki ng away. He wal ked twenty yards south and turned, the
Si g- Sauer pointing at the ground, the radio up at his face.

"Here goes," he said.

He turned side-on and raised his arm Held it out absolutely straight,
shoul ders turned like a duelist in an old nmovie. Squinted down the



barrel and fired. The pistol kicked silently and there was a puff of
dust in the ground, three feet fromwhere Holly was standing still.

Bor ken | aughed agai n.

"Bad shot," he said. "l need the practice. Mght take me a while to
get close. But |'ve got fourteen nore shells, right?"

He fired again. A puff of dust fromthe earth. Three feet the other
side of the stunp.

Thirteen left,"” Borken said. "l guess CNN is your best bet, right?
Call themand tell themthe whole story. Mke it an official
statement. Get Webster to back you up. Then patch them through on
this radio. You won't give ne ny fax line, I'mgoing to have to
comuni cate direct."”

"You're crazy," Johnson said.

"You're the one who's crazy," Borken said. "lI'ma force of history. |
can't be stopped. |'mshooting at your daughter. The president's
godchild. You don't understand, Johnson. The world is changing. |'m

changing it. The world nmust be ny wtness."

Johnson was silent. Stunned.

"OK," Borken said. "l'mgoing to hang up now. You rmake that call.
Thirteen bullets left. | don't hear fromCNN, the |last one kills
her. "

Johnson heard the line go dead and | ooked up at the screens

Q1

and saw Borken drop the radio on the ground. Saw himraise the
Si g- Sauer two-handed. Saw himsight it in. Saw himput a round right
bet ween hi s daughter's feet.

Reacher rested against the warm chimey and | owered the glasses. Ran a
desperate cal cul ati on through his head. A calculation involving tinme
and di stance. He was twelve hundred yards away to the northwest. He
couldn't get there in time. And he couldn't get there silently. He

| ay chest down on the roof of the ness hall and called down to MG ath.
H s voice was already quiet and relaxed. Like he was ordering in a
restaurant.

"McGath?" he said. "Go break into the arnmory. 1t's the hut on the
end, apart fromthe others.”

"OK," McGath called. "Wat do you want?"

"You know what a Barren | ooks |ike?" Reacher called. "Big black

t hi ng, scope, big muzzle brake on it. Find a full magazine. Probably
be next to them™

"OK," McGath said again.

"And hurry," Reacher said.

Garber's view up fromthe south cleared when the two sol diers came back



around and stood behi nd Beau Borken. They hung back, like they didn't
want to put himoff his aim Borken was maybe sixty feet from Holly,
shooting up the rise of the knoll. Garber was seventy yards away down
the steep slope. Holly was just left of straight ahead. Borken was
just to the right. Hi s black bul k was perfectly outlined against the
whi teness of the south wall of the courthouse. Garber saw that
somebody had bl anked the upper-story w ndows with new white wood.
Borken's head was framed dead center agai nst one of the new rectangles.
Garber smiled. It would be like shooting for a small pink bulls eye on
a sheet of white paper. He snicked the M16 to burst fire and checked
it visually. Then he raised it to his shoul der

MG ath stretched up on his toes and passed the Barrett up toward
Reacher. Reacher stretched his hand down and pulled it up. d anced at
it and passed it back down.

"Not this one," he said. "Find one with the serial number ending in
five-zero-two-four, OK?"

"Why?" MG ath called.

"Because | know for sure it shoots straight," Reacher said. "l used it

before. "

"Christ," McGath said. He set off again at a dead run. Reacher |ay
back on the roof, trying to keep his heartbeat under control

Borken's tenth shot was still w de, but not by much. Holly junped as
far as her cuffs would allow. Borken took to pacing back and forth in
delight. He was pacing and | aughing and stopping to shoot. Garber was
tracking his huge bulk left and right against the whiteness of the
building. Just waiting for himto stop noving. Because Garber had a
rule: make the first shot count.

MG ath found the rifle Reacher had used before and passed it up to the
roof . Reacher took it and checked the nunber. Nodded. MGath ran
like crazy for the mouth of the stony track. D sappeared down it at a
sprint. Reacher watched himgo. Thunbed the big bullets in the
magazi ne and checked the spring. Pressed the magazine home gently with
his palm Raised the Barrett to his shoul der and bal anced it carefully
on the ridgeline. Pulled the stock in and ducked his eye to the scope.

Used his left thunb to ease the focus out to twelve hundred yards. It
racked the lens right out to the stop. He laid his left pal mover the
barrel. Operated the silky mechani smand put a round in the breech

Stared down at the scene bel ow

The tel escope on the rifle bunched it all up, but the geonetry was
fine. Holly was up on the knoll, slightly to the right of dead ahead.
Handcuffed to the dead tree. He stared at her face for a | ong nonent.
Then he nudged the scope. Borken was bel ow her, maybe sixty feet
farther on, firing up the rise at her, slightly to the left. He was
wal ki ng short arcs, back and forth. But anywhere he chose to stop
there was a hundred niles of enpty country behind his head. The
courthouse walls were well away from Reacher's trajectory. Safe
enough. Safe, but not easy. Twelve hundred yards was a hell of a

di stance. He breathed out and waited for Borken to stop pacing.

Then he froze. |In the corner of his eye, he caught the gl eam of sun on
dull metal. Maybe seventy yards farther on down the slope. A rock. A
man behind the rock. A rifle. A famliar head, grizzled hair on sone



of it. General Garber. Garber, with an M 16, behind a rock, mnoving
the nmuzzle side to side as he tracked his target, who was wal ki ng short
arcs seventy yards directly in front of him

Reacher breathed out and smiled. He felt a warm flood of gratitude.
Garber. He had back up. Garber, shooting fromjust seventy yards. In
that split-second he knew Holly was safe. The warm fl ood of gratitude
coursed t hrough him

Then it changed to an icy blast of panic. Hs brain kicked in. The
conpressed geonetry bel ow hi m expl oded into a dreadful diagram Like
somet hing on a page, |like a textbook explanation of a disaster. From
Garber's angle, the courthouse was directly behind Borken. When Borken
st opped novi ng, Garber was going to fire at him He might hit or he
mght miss. Ether way, his bullet was going to hit the courthouse

wal | . Probably right up there in the southeastern corner, second
floor. The ton of old dynamite would go up in a percussive fireball a
quarter mle wide. It would vaporize Holly and shred Garber hinself.

The shock-wave woul d probably knock Reacher right off the mess hal
roof, twelve hundred yards away. How the hell could Garber not know?

Bor ken stopped pacing. Stood sideways on and steadi ed hinsel f. Reacher
bl ew out a lungful of air. He noved the Barrett. He put the
crosshairs dead center on Holly Johnson's tenple, right where the soft
dark hair bill owed down toward her eyes. He kept his lungs enpty and
waited for the next thunmp of his heart. Then he squeezed the

trigger.

Gar ber watched Borken's armcome up. Wiited until he had steadied.
Squi nted down the M 16's sighting grooves and put the pink and white
head dead center. It sat there, big and obvi ous agai nst the blur of
sunny white wall behind it. He waited |ike he'd been taught to a
lifetime ago. Waited until his breath was out and his heart was

bet ween beats. Then he pulled the trigger

CGeneral Johnson had closed his eyes. H s aide was staring at the
screen. \Webster was watching through a lattice of fingers, nouth open
like a child with a new babysitter watching a horror novie on

tel evision, way after his bedtine.

First thing out of the barrel of Reacher's Barrett was a blast of hot
gas. The powder in the cartridge exploded in a fraction of a mllionth
of a second and expanded to a superheated bubble. That bubble of gas
hurled the bullet down the barrel and forced ahead of it and around it
to explode out into the atnmosphere. Mst of it was smashed si deways by
the nmuzzle brake in a perfectly bal anced radial pattern, |like a donut,
so that the recoil nmoved the barrel straight back agai nst Reacher's
shoul der wi thout deflecting it either sideways or up or down.

Meanwhi l e, behind it, the bullet was starting to spin inside the barre
as the rifling grooves grabbed at it.

Then the gas ahead of the bullet was heating the oxygen in the air to
the point where the air caught fire. There was a brief flash of flane
and the bullet burst out through the exact center of it, spearing

t hrough the burned air at nineteen hundred miles an hour. A thousandth
of a second later, it was a yard away, followed by a cone of gunpowder
particles and a puff of soot. Another thousandth of a second later, it
was six feet away, and its sound was bravely chasing after it, three

ti mes sl ower.



The bull et took five-hundredths of a second to cross the Bastion, by
which tine the sound of its shot had just passed Reacher's ears and
cleared the ridge of the roof. The bullet had a hand-polished copper
jacket, and it was flying straight and true, but by the tine it passed
soundl essly over MGrath's head it had slowed a little. The friction
of the air had heated it and slowed it. And the air was noving it. It
was moving it right-to-left as the gentle nmountain breeze tugged

i nperceptibly at it. Half a second into its travel, the bullet had
covered thirteen hundred feet and it had noved seven inches to the
left.

And it had dropped seven inches. Gavity had pulled it in. The nore
gravity pulled, the nore the bullet slowed. The nore it slowed, the

nmore gravity deflected it. It speared onward in a perfect graceful
curve. A whole second after leaving the barrel, it was nine hundred
yards into its journey. Way past MG ath's running figure, but stil
over the trees. Still three hundred yards short of its target. Another
sixth of a second later, it was clear of the trees and al ongsi de the
ruined office building. Nowit was a slow bullet. It had pulled four
feet left, and five feet down. It passed well clear of Holly and was
twenty feet beyond her before she heard the hiss in the air. The sound
of its shot was still to come. It had just about caught up with

McGrat h, running through the trees.

Then there was a second bullet in the air. And a third, and a fourth.
Garber fired a second-and-a-quarter later than Reacher. H s rifle was
set to auto. It fired a burst of three. Three shells in a fifth of a
second. His bullets were smaller and lighter. Because they were
lighter, they were faster. They cane in at well over two thousand
mles an hour. He was nearer the target. Because his bullets were
faster and lighter and he was nearer, friction and gravity never really
chipped in. His three bullets stayed pretty straight.

Reacher's bullet hit Borken in the head a full second-and-a-third after

he fired it. |t entered the front of his forehead and was out of the
back of his skull three ten-thousandths of a second later. |In and out
wi thout really slow ng much nmore at all, because Borken's skull and

brains were nothing to a two-ounce lead projectile with a needl e point
and a polished copper jacket. The bullet was well on over the endl ess
forest beyond before the pressure wave built up in Borken's skull and
expl oded it.

The effect is mathematical and concerns kinetic energy. The way it had
been expl ained to Reacher, long ago, it was all about equivalents. The
bull et weighed only two ounces, but it was fast. Equivalent to
somet hi ng heavy, but slow. Two ounces noving at a thousand mles an
hour was maybe similar to something weighing ten pounds noving at three
mles an hour. Maybe sonething |ike a sl edgehamer swi nging hard in a
man's hand. That was pretty nuch the effect. Reacher was watching it
t hrough the scope. Heart in his nouth. A full second-and-a-third is a
long tinme to wait. He watched Borken's skull explode like it had been
burst fromthe inside with a sl edgehanmer. It cane apart like a

di agram Reacher saw curved shards of bone bursting outward and red

m st bl oom ng.

But what he couldn't see were Garber's three bullets, hurtling through
t he nmess uni npeded, and flying straight on toward the courthouse
wal | .

FORTY- FI VE



THE CLASSI C M STAKE I N FI RING AN AUTOVATI C VEAPON IS TO | et the recoi
fromthe first bullet jerk the barrel upward, so that the second bull et
goes high, and the third higher still. But Garber did not make that

m st ake. He had enough hours on the range to be reliable fromseventy
yards. He had been through enough edgy situations to know how to stay
cool and concentrated. He put all three bullets right through the
exact center of the pink cloud that had been Borken's head.

They spent two ten-thousandths of a second traveling through it and
flew on uninterrupted. They smashed through the new pl ywood sheeting
in the window frame The leading bullet was distorted slightly by the
i npact and jerked left, tearing through the inner pine siding
twenty-two inches later. It crossed Holly's roomand re-entered the
wall to the left of the doorway. Snashed right through and buried
itself in the far wall of the corridor

The second bullet came in through the first bullet's hole and therefore
traversed the twenty-two-inch gap in a straight line. It cane out

t hrough the inner siding and was thrown to the right. Crossed the room
and smashed on through the bathroom partition and shattered the cheap
white ceramic toilet.

The third shell was rising just a fraction. It hit a nail in the outer
wal |l and turned a right angle. Drilled itself sideways and down

t hrough eight of the new two-by-fours |like a denented ternmte before
its energy was expended. It ended up |ooking |ike a random bl ob of

| ead pressed into the back of the new pine boarding.

Reacher saw Garber's muzzle flash through his scope. Knew he nust be

firing triples. Knew he nust have hit the courthouse wall. He stared
down fromtwel ve hundred yards away and gripped the ridge of the roof

and shut his eyes. Wited for the expl osion

Gar ber knew his shots hadn't killed Borken. There hadn't been tine.
Even dealing with tiny fractions of a second, there's a rhythm Fire

hit. Borken had been hit before his bullets could possibly have
gotten there. So sonebody el se was up and shooting. There was a team
in action. Garber smiled. Fired again. Punped his trigger finger
nine nore tines and stitched Borken's two soldiers all over the
courthouse wall with his remaining twenty-seven shells.

M | osevic came out of the courthouse | obby and down the steps at a run
He had his Bureau .38 held high in his right hand and his gold shield
in his left.

"FBl agent!" he screaned. "Everybody freeze!"

He glanced to his right at Holly and then at Garber on his way up to
nmeet himand at McG ath racing around from behind the office buil ding.
MG ath went straight for Holly. He hugged her tight against the dead
tree. She was | aughing. She couldn't hug back, because her arns were
still cuffed behind the post. MG ath et her go and ran down the
slope. Snacked a high five with M| osevic

"Who's got the keys?" MGath yelled.
Gar ber pointed over toward the two dead soldiers. MGath ran to them

and searched through the oozing pockets. Cane out with a key and ran
back up to the knoll. Ducked around to the back of the stunp and



unl ocked Holly's wists. She staggered away and McGath darted forward
and grabbed her arm M osevic found her crutch on the road and tossed
it over. MGath caught it and handed it to her. She got steady and
cane down the rise, armin armwith McGrath. They made it to |evel
ground and stood there together, gazing around in the sudden deafening
qui et .

"Who do | thank?" Holly asked.

She was holding McGath's arm staring at the remains of Borken, |ying
sixty feet away. The corpse was flat on its back, high and wide. It
had no head.

This is General Garber," McGath said. Top boy in the mlitary
police."

Gar ber shook his head.

"Wasn't me," he said. "Sonebody beat me to it."
"Wasn't me," M| osevic said.

Then Gar ber nodded behi nd t hem

"Probably this guy," he said.

Reacher was on his way down the knoll. Qut of breath. A franme six
five high and two hundred twenty pounds in weight is good for a |ot of
t hi ngs, but not for sprinting a mle.

"Reacher," Holly said.

He ignored her. Ignored everybody. Just ran on south and turned to
stare up at the white wall. He saw bullet holes. A lot of bullet

hol es. Probably thirty holes, nost of them scattered over the second
floor in the southeastern corner. He stared at themfor a second and
ran for the jeep parked at the curb. Snatched the shovel fromits
clips under the spare fuel can. Sprinted for the steps. Crashed

t hrough the door and up the stairs to Holly's room Ran for the front
wal | .

He could see at | east a dozen exit hol es punched through the wood.
Ragged splintered holes. He smashed the blade of the shovel into one
of them Split the pine board | ength ways and used the shovel to
wrench it off. Smashed the shovel behind the next and tore it away
fromthe nails securing it. By the tinme MG ath was in the room he
had exposed four feet of studding. By the tine Holly joined them they
were staring into an enpty cavity.

"No dynamte," she said, quietly.

Reacher ducked away to the adjacent wall. Tore enough boards off to be
sure.

There never was any," Holly said. "Shit, | can't believe it."

There was sone,"” McGath said. "Jackson called it in. Described the
whole thing. | saw his report. He unloaded the truck with seven ot her

guys. He carried it up here. He saw it going into the walls, for
God's sake. A ton of dynanmite. Kind of a hard thing to be confused



about . "

"So they put it in," Reacher said. "And then they took it out. They
| et people see it going in, then they took it out again secretly. They
used it somewhere else.”

Took it out again?" Holly repeated.
"Wiren and children have to die," Reacher said, slowy.

"What ?" Holly asked. "Wat are you sayi ng?"

"But not here," he said. "Not these wonen and children."”

"What?" Holly said again.

"Not mass suicide," Reacher said. "Mss nurder."

Then he just went blank. He was silent. But in his head he was
hearing sonething. He was hearing the sanme terrible blast he had heard
thirteen years before. The sound of Beirut. The sound of the Marine
conpound, out near the airport. He was hearing it all over again, and
it was deafening him

"Now we know what it is," he muttered through the shattering roar

"What is it?" MGath asked.

"Low on its springs," Reacher said. "But we don't know where it's

gone. "

"What?" Holly said again.

"Wiren and children have to die," Reacher repeated. "Borken said so.
He said the historical circunmstances justified it. But he didn't mean
t hese wonen and these children up here.”

"What the hell are you tal king about?" MG ath said

Reacher glanced at him and then at Holly, surprised, |ike he was
seeing themboth for the first tine.

"I was in the nmotor pool," he said. "I saw the truck. Qur truck? It
was parked up, lowon its springs, like it had a heavy weight
i nsi de. "

"What?" Holly said again.

"They' ve made thensel ves a truck bomb," Reacher said. "Stevie's
delivering it somewhere, some public place. That's the other attack
They're going to explode it in a crowmd. There's a whole ton of
dynamite init. And he's six hours ahead of us."

MG ath was first down the stairs.
"Into the jeep," he yelled.
Garber ran for the jeep. But Ml osevic was nuch nearer. He vaulted in

and fired it up. Then McGath was helping Holly into the front seat.
Reacher was on the sidewal k, staring south, lost in thought. M/ osevic



was drawi ng his revolver. He was thunbing the hamrer back. Garber
stopped. Raised his rifle and aimed. M osevic
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| eaned across in front of Holly. MGath junped away. M osevic
stanped on the gas and roared away one-handed with the nuzzle jamed
into Holly's side. One-handed over the rough road, the jeep was al
over the place. No chance of hitting MIlosevic. Garber could see
that. He lowered his rifle and wat ched them go.

"Both of thenP" Wbster said to hinself. "Please, God, no."

"We coul d use anot her chopper right now," the aide said. "I don't
thi nk we have to worry about the mssiles anynore.”

He panned the canera north and west and zooned in on the nountain bow
in front of the mne entrances. The four missile trucks were sitting
inert. The sprawl ed body of the dead sentry was near by.

"OK, call in a chopper,” Johnson said.

"Better conming direct fromyou, sir," the aide said.

Johnson turned sideways to use the phone. Then he spun back to watch
as the jeep drove into shot. It bounced up out of the last hairpin
into the bow and raced across the shale. Swerved around the dead
trucks and slewed to a stop in front of the Ieft-hand shed. M osevic
junped out and danced around the hood. Revolver steady on Holly as he
approached. He pulled her out by the armand dragged her to the big
wooden doors. Levered one open with his foot and pushed her inside. He
foll owed her in and the huge door swung shut. Webster gl anced away
fromthe screen.

"Call the chopper, sir," the aide said.

"Mbke it a fast one," Webster added.

Qui ckest way to the mnes was a shortcut through the Bastion. It was
deserted and quiet. They ran through it and headed north across the
rifle range toward the parade ground. Stopped short in the woods. The
whol e remaining mlitia popul ati on was standing silently in neat ranks,
qui et fearful faces turned to the front, where Borken's upturned box
still awaited his arrival

Reacher ignored themand |l ed the others around in the trees. Then in a
straight line to the road. Straight north along it. Reacher was
carrying the big Barren. He had retrieved it fromthe ness hall roof,
because he liked it. Garber was hurrying at his side. MG ath was
pushi ng ahead as fast as he could, desperate to get to Holly.

They ducked back into the woods before the last hairpin and
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Reacher scouted ahead. He holed up behind the rock he'd used before
and covered every inch of the bowl with the Barrett's scope. Then he
waved the other two up to join him

"They're in the motor pool," he said. "Left-hand shed."



He pointed with the fat barrel of the sniper rifle and the others saw
t he abandoned j eep and nodded. He ran over the shale and crouched
behi nd the hood of the first mssile truck. Garber sent MG ath next.
Then he ran over. They crouched together behind the truck and stared
at the | og doors.

"What now?" Garber asked. "Frontal assault?"

"He's got a gun to her head,”" McGath said. "I don't want her hurt,
Reacher. She's precious to ne, OK?"

"Any other way in?" Garber asked.

Reacher stared at the doors and the roaring of the Beirut bonb receded
and was replaced by the quiet whinpering of an earlier nightmare. He
spent a minute trawing desperately for an alternative. He thought
about the rifles and the mssiles and the trucks. Then he gave it

up.
"Keep himoccupied," he said. Talk to him anything."

He left the Barrett and took the C ock back from MG ath. Dodged to
the next truck, and the next, all the way level with the entrance to
the other cavern. The charnel house, full of bodies and skel etons and
rats. He heard MG ath calling to Mlosevic in a faint faraway voice
and he ran to the big log doors. Ducked in through the gap and noved
back into the dark

He had no flashlight. He felt his way around the troop carrier and
eased on into the mountain. He held his hand above his head and felt
the roof conme down. Felt for the bodies in the pile and skirted them
Crouched and headed |l eft for the skeletons. The rats were hearing him
and smelling himand squealing angry warnings all the way back to their
nests. He dropped to his knees and then |lay down and swam t hrough the
pil e of danp bones. Felt the roof of the tunnel |ower and the sides
press in. Took a deep breath and felt the fear come back

The fastest helicopter available on that day was a Marine Corps N ght
Hawk stationed at Malmstrom It was a long, fat, hunped nachi ne, but

it was quick. Wthin mnutes of Johnson's call, it was spinning up and
receiving orders to head west and north to a gravel turnout on the | ast
road in Montana. Then it was in the air. The Marine pilot found the
road and followed it north, fast and low, until he spotted a cluster of
arnmy conmand vehicles parked tight into a rock cutting. He swung back
and put down on the turnout and waited. Saw three men racing south
toward him One was a civilian and two were arny. One was a col one
and the other was the chairman of the joint chiefs of staff. The pilot
shrugged at his crewnan who poi nted upward through the plexiglass
canopy. There was a | one vapor trail maybe thirty-six thousand feet

up. Sone big jet was unwinding a tight spiral and streaking south. The
pil ot shrugged again and figured whatever was happening, it was
happening to the south. So he made a provisional course calcul ation
and was surprised when the brass clanbered aboard and ordered himto
head north into the nountains.

Reacher was |aughing. He was hauling hinself along through the tunne
and | aughi ng out |oud. Shaking and crying with |aughter. He was no

| onger afraid. The tight clanp of the rock on his body was like a
caress. He had done this once, and survived it. It was possible. He



was going to get through.

The fear had di sappeared as suddenly as it had cone. He had pushed

t hrough the pile of bones in the dark and stretched out and felt the
rock clanp down agai nst his back. His chest had seized and his throat
had gagged tight. He had felt the hot danp flush of panic and pressed
hinself into the ground. He had felt his strength drain away. Then he
had focused. The job in hand. Holly. MIlosevic's revolver pushed
agai nst the dark billow of her hair, her fabul ous eyes dull with
despair. He had seen her in his mnd at the end of the tunnel. Holly.
Then the tunnel seenmed to straighten and beconme a warm snmooth tube. An
exact fit for his bulky shoulders. Like it was tailored for him and
himalone. A sinple horizontal journey. He had learned a long tine
ago that some things were worth being afraid of. And some things were
not. Things that he had done before and survived did not justify fear
To be afraid of a survivable thing was irrational. And whatever else
he was, Reacher knew he was a rational man. In that split second the
fear disappeared and he felt hinmself relax. He was a fighter. An
avenger. And Holly was waiting for him He thrust his arns forward
like a swimrer diving for the water and swarmed through the nountain
toward her.

He charged along with a tidy rhythm Like nmarching out on the open
road, but doing it lying down in the dark. Snall deft nmovenents of
hands and feet. Head |owered. Laughing with relief. He felt the
tunnel get smaller and hug him He slid on through. He felt the blank
wal | ahead and fol ded hinself neatly around the corner. Breathed
easily and stopped |laughing. Told hinmself it was tine for quiet. He
craw ed on as fast as he could. Slowed up when he sensed the roof
soari ng away above him Crept forward until the snell of the air told
hi m he was nearly through

Then he heard the helicopter. He heard the faint thunping of the
rotors in the distance. He heard feet scuffling forty yards in front
of him The inarticul ate sound of surprise and panic. He heard

Ml osevic's voice. Hi gh-pitched. Wst Coast accent.

"Keep that chopper away from here,"
door.

M | osevi c screaned through the

The noi se was getting nearer. G ow ng |ouder.

"Keep it away, you hear?" MIlosevic screaned. "I1'Il kill her
MG ath. That's a prom se, you hear?"

It was totally dark. There were vehicles between Reacher and the
cracks of light around the door. But not the white truck. That was
gone. He rolled up into the space where it had been and pulled the
C ock fromhis pocket. The thunping of the rotor bl ades was very
close. It was battering the doors and filling the cavern

"I"ll trade her with you," MIlosevic screaned through the door. "I get
out of here unharmed, you get her back, OK? MG ath? You hear ne?"

If there was a reply, Reacher didn't hear it.

"I"'mnot with these guys," MIlosevic screaned. "This whole thing is
nothing to do with nme. Brogan got ne into it. He nade ne do it."

The noi se was shattering. The heavy doors were shaking.



"I didit for the noney, that's all,” MIosevic screaned. "Brogan was
giving ne noney. Hundreds of thousands of dollars, MGath. You'd
have done the exact same thing. Brogan was meking ne rich. He bought
me a Ford Explorer. The Limted Edition. Thirty-five grand. How the
hell else was | ever going to get one?"

Reacher |istened to the screamng voice in the darkness. He didn't
want to shoot him For one crazy noment, he felt absurdly grateful to
hi m because he had bani shed his chil dhood nightmare. He had forced
himto confront it and defeat it. He had nade hima better
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man. He wanted to run up to himand shake himby the hand. He could
picture hinself doing it. But then the picture changed. He needed to
run up to himand shake himby the throat and ask himif he knew where
Stevie had taken the white truck. That was what he needed to do. That
was why he didn't want to shoot him He crept forward in the deafening
noi se and skirted around the vehicl es.

He was operating in a one-dimensional world. He could see nothing
because of the darkness. He could hear nothing, because of the

heli copter. He sensed novenment near the doors. Canme out from behind a
pi ckup and saw a shape franmed agai nst the cracks of light. A shape

t hat shoul d have been two shapes. Wde at the top, four |egs.
Mlosevic with his armaround Holly's throat, his gun at her head. He
waited for his vision to build. Their faces faded in fromblack to
gray. Holly in front of MIlosevic. Reacher raised the Clock. Circled
left to get an angle. His shin caught a fender. He staggered and
backed into a pile of paint cans. They crashed silently to the rock
floor, inaudible in the crushing noise fromoutside. He sprinted
closer to the light.

Ml osevic sensed it and turned. Reacher saw his nmouth open in a silent
shout. Saw himtw st and push Holly out in front of himlike a shield.
Saw himstall with indecision, his revolver up in the air. Reacher
dodged right, then danced back left. He saw Ml osevic track himboth
ways. Saw Holly use the sway to tear herself out of his grip. The
rotor noise was shattering. He saw Ml osevic glancing left and right.
Saw hi m maki ng his decision. Reacher was arned, Holly was not.

M1 osevic lunged forward. The .38 flashed silently in the noise. The
brief white flame was blinding in the dark. Reacher |ost his sense of
where Holly was. He cursed and held his fire. He saw MIlosevic aim
again. Beyond him he saw Holly's arm come up and stretch around his
head from behind. He saw her hand touch his face with gentle
precision. He saw himstunble. Then the door heaved open and Holly
staggered away fromthe shattering flood of noise and sunlight and
crashed straight into his arns.

The sunlight fell in a bright bar across MIlosevic. He was |ying on
his back. H's .38 was in his hand. The hamrer was back. There was a
shard of bathroomtile sticking out of his head where his left eye
shoul d have been. It was maybe three inches in and three inches out. A
smal I worm of bl ood was running away fromthe point of entry.

Then the open door was crowded with people. Readier saw MG ath and
Garber standing in a blast of dust. A N ght Hawk was | andi ng behi nd
them Three men were spilling out and running over. A civilian and a
colonel. And General Johnson. Holly twi sted and saw t hem and buri ed



her face back in Reacher's chest.

Garber was the first to them He pulled themout into the Iight and
the noi se. They stunbl ed awkwardly, four-legged. The downdraft tore
at them MG ath stepped near and Holly pulled herself from Reacher's
grip and threw herself at himand hugged himhard. Then CGenera
Johnson was noving in on her through the crowd.

"Holly," he nouthed through the din.

She straightened in the light. Ginned at him Hooked her hair back
behi nd her ears. Pulled away from McG at h and hugged her father
cl ose.

"Still stuff for nme to do, Dad," she screaned over the engines. "I'l
tell you everything later, OK?"

FORTY- SI X

REACHER MADE A TWRLING SIGNAL WTH H' S HAND TO TELL THE hel i copter
pilot to keep the engines spinning and ran through the noise and the
eddyi ng dust to take the Barrett back from Garber. He waved the others
toward the machine. Hustled themup the |adder and foll owed themin

t hrough the sliding door. Laid the Barrett on the metal floor and
dunped hinmself into a canvas chair. Pulled his headset on. Thunbed
the button and called through to the pilot.

"Stand by, OK?" he said. "I'Il give you a course as soon as |'ve got
one."

The pilot nodded and ran the engines up out of idle. The rotor thunped
faster and the noise built louder. The weight of the aircraft came up
off the tires.

"Where the hell are we going?" Wbster shouted.

"We're chasing Stevie, chief," McGath shouted back. "He's driving the
truck. The truck is full of dynamite. He's going to explode it
somewhere. Renenber what the Kendall sheriff said? Stevie always got
sent out to do the dirty work? You want ne to draw you a dam

pi cture?"

"But he can't have gotten out of here," Webster yelled. The bridge is
blown. And there are no tracks through the forest. They closed them
all.”

"Forest Service guy didn't say that," MG ath yelled back. They closed
sone of them He wasn't sure which ones, was all. Wat he said was
maybe there's a way through, maybe there isn't."

They had two years to spy it out," Reacher shouted. "You said the
pi ckup had spent tinme on Forest Service tracks, right? Crushed
sandstone all over the underside? They had two whole years to find a
way through the nmaze."

Webster glanced to his left, east, over to where the forest |ay beyond
the giant mountain. He nodded urgently, eyes wide.

"OK, so we got to stop him" he yelled. "But where has he gone?"



"He's six hours ahead of us," Reacher shouted. "W can assune the
forest was pretty slow Call it two hours? Then four hours on the
open road. Mybe two hundred miles? Diesel Econoline, hauling a ton
can't be averaging nore than about fifty."

"But which damm direction?" Webster yelled through the noise.

Hol |y gl anced at Reacher. That was a question they had asked each
other a nunber of times, in relation to that exact same truck. Reacher
opened up the map in his head and trawl ed around it all over again,

cl ockw se.

"Coul d have gone east," he shouted. "He'd still be in Mntana, past
Great Falls. Could be down in Idaho. Could be in Oegon. Could be
hal fway to Seattle."

"No," Garber yelled. Think about it the other way around. That's the
key to this thing. Where has he been ordered to go? Wat would the
target be?"

Reacher nodded slowy. Garber was naking sense. The target.
"What does Borken want to attack?" Johnson yell ed.

Bor ken had said: you study the systemand you learn to hate it. Reacher
t hought hard and nodded again and thunbed his m ke and call ed through
to the pilot.

"OK, let's go," he said. "Straight on south of here should do it."

The noi se increased | ouder and the Night Hawk lifted heavily off the
ground. It swung in the air and rose clear of the cliffs. Slipped
sout h and banked around. Dropped its nose and accel erated hard. The
noi se moved up out of the cabin and settled to a deep roar inside the
engines. The ground tilted and fl ashed past bel ow. Reacher saw the
nmount ai n hai rpi ns unwi ndi ng and t he parade ground sliding past. The
knot of tiny people was breaking up
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They were drifting away into the trees and being swal |l owed up under the
green canopy. Then the narrow slash of the rifle range was under them
then the broad stony circle of the Bastion. Then the aircraft rose
sharply as the ground fell away so that the big white courthouse
slipped by underneath as small as a doll house. Then they were over
the ravi ne, over the broken bridge, and away into the vast forested
spaces to the south.

Reacher tapped the pilot on the shoul der and spoke through the
i nt ercom

"What speed are we doi ng?" he asked.

"Hundred and sixty," the pilot said.
"Course?" Reacher asked.
"Dead on south,” the pilot said.

Reacher nodded. Cosed his eyes and started to calculate. 1t was like



bei ng back in grade school. He's two hundred niles ahead, doing fifty
mles an hour. You're chasing himat a hundred and sixty. How |long
bef ore you catch hin? G ade-school math had been OK for Reacher. So
had fighting in the yard. The fighting part had stayed with himbetter
than the math. He was sure there nust be sone kind of a fornula for

it. Sonmething with x and y all over the damm page. Something equaling
something else. But if there was a fornula, he had | ong ago forgotten
it. So he had to do it by trial and error. Another hour, Stevie would
be two hundred and fifty mles fromhome. The N ght Hawk woul d have
done one hundred and sixty. Way behind. An hour after that, Stevie
woul d be three hundred miles out, and the N ght Hawk woul d be three
hundred and twenty. Overshot. Therefore they were going to catch him
somewhere near the top of the second hour. |If they were headed in the
right direction.

FI at head Lake canme into view, far ahead and far below. Reacher could
see the roads snaking across the rugged terrain. He thunbed the button
on his mke

"Still south?" he asked.

"Dead on," the pilot said.

"Still one-sixty?" Reacher asked.

"Dead on," the pilot said again.

"OK, stick with it," Reacher said. "Hour and fifty mnutes, naybe."
"So where is he going?" Wbster asked.

"San Francisco,” Reacher said.

"Why?" MG ath asked.

"Or Mnneapolis,"” Reacher said. "But |I'mganbling on San Francisco."
"Why?" MG ath asked agai n.

"San Francisco or Mnneapolis," Reacher said. "Think about it. O her
possibilities would be Boston, New York, Philly, Ceveland, R chnond in
Virginia, Atlanta, Chicago, St. Louis and Kansas City in Mssouri, or
Dal las in Texas."

MG ath just shrugged blankly. Wbster |ooked puzzled. Johnson

gl anced at his aide. Garber was notionless. But Holly was smling.
She smled and wi nked at Reacher. He w nked back and the N ght Hawk

t hunped on south over M ssoula at a hundred and sixty mles an hour

"Christ, it's the Fourth of July," Wbster said suddenly.

Tell me about it," Reacher said. "Lots of people gathered in public
pl aces. Fanilies, kids and all."

Webst er nodded grimy.

"OK, where exactly in San Franci sco?" he asked.

"I"mnot sure," Reacher said.



"North end of Market," Holly said. "Right near Enbarcadero Pl aza.
That's where, chief. |[|'ve been there on the Fourth. Big parade in the
afternoon, fireworks over the water at night. Huge crowds all day

[ ong. "

"Huge crowds everywhere on the Fourth," Webster said. "You better be
guessing right, people."

MG ath | ooked up. A slow smile was spreading over his bruised face.

"We are guessing right," he said. "It's San Francisco for sure. Not
M nneapol i s or anypl ace el se.™

Reacher smiled back and wi nked. MG ath had gotten it.

"You want to tell ne why?" Wbster asked him

MG ath was still smling.

"Go figure," he said. "You're the damm director."

"Because it's the nearest?" Wbster asked.

MG at h nodded.

"I'n both senses," he said, and sniled again.

"What both senses?" Webster asked. "What are we tal ki ng about ?"
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Nobody answered him The military nen were quiet. Holly and McGath
were staring out through the wi ndows at the ground, two thousand feet
bel ow. Reacher was craning up, |ooking ahead through the pilot's

pl exi gl ass canopy.

"Where are we?" he asked him
The pilot pointed down at a concrete ribbon bel ow

That's US 93," he said. "Just about to | eave Montana and enter |daho.
Still heading due south.”

Reacher nodded.

"Great," he said. "Follow 93. It's the only road goes south, right?
W'l | catch hi m somewhere between here and Nevada."

He started worrying near the top of the second hour. Started worrying
badly. Started desperate revisions to his grade-school calcul ati ons.
Maybe Stevie was driving faster than fifty. He was a fast driver.
Faster than Bell had been. Maybe he was doi ng nearer sixty. \Were did
that put hin Three hundred and sixty nmiles out. |In which case they
woul dn't catch himuntil two hours ";0:+ fifteen mnutes had el apsed.
if he was doing seventy? Could that Econoline sustain seventy, hour
after hour, with a ton in back? Maybe. Probably. In which case he
was four hundred and twenty miles out. A total of two hours forty

m nutes before they overhauled him That was the envel ope. Somewhere
bet ween one hour fifty mnutes and two hours forty mnutes, somewhere
bet ween Montana and Nevada. A whole fifty minutes of rising panic.



More than a hundred m |l es of concrete ribbon to watch before he coul d
know for sure he was wong and they had to peel off hopel essly
nort heast toward M nnesot a.

The helicopter was flying nose-down, top speed, straight along US 93.
The seven passengers were craned forward, staring down at the road.
They were over a town called Salnmon. The pilot was calling out
information like a tour guide. The giant peak of Munt MQuiire, ten
t housand feet, way off to the right. Twin Peaks, ten and a hal f

t housand feet, up ahead to the right. Borah Peak, highest of all,
twel ve and a half thousand feet, way ahead to the left. The aircraft
rose and fell a thousand feet above the terrain. Hurtled along I ower
t han the surroundi ng peaks, nose-down to the highway |like a

bl oodhound.

Time ticked away. Twenty minutes. Thirty. The road was pretty nuch
enpty. It connected Mssoula in the north to Twin Falls in |daho,
three hundred mles to the south. Neither was a booni ng netropolis and
this was a holiday. Everybody had al ready gotten where they were
going. There was an occasi onal autonobile and an occasi onal trucker
wor ki ng overtine. No white Econoline. There had been two white
vehi cl es, but they were both pickups. There had been one panel truck
but it was dark green. That was all. Nothing else. No white truck.
Sonetimes the road was enpty all the way to the horizon in front of
them The time was ticking away. Like a bonb. Forty m nutes.

Fifty.

"I"'mgoing to call Mnneapolis," Wbster said. "W blewit."
MG ath waited, hoping. He shook his head.

"Not yet," he said. That's a desperation nove. Mass panic. Can you
i magi ne the crowds? The evacuation? People are going to get
tranpl ed. "

Webst er peered out and down. Stared at the road for a full mnute.
Fifty-four mnutes into the fifty-m nute envel ope.

"Cet worse than tranpled if that damm truck's already up there," he
said. "You want to imagi ne that?"

Time ticked away. Fifty-eight mnutes. An hour. The road stayed
enpty.

"There's still time," Garber said. "San Francisco or M nneapolis,
either one, he's still got to be a |ong way short."

He gl anced at Reacher. Doubt and trust visible in his eyes, in

approxi mately equal neasures. Mre tine ticked away. An hour and five
m nutes. The road still stayed enpty, all the way to the distant

hori zon. The speeding helicopter reeled it in, only to reveal a new
hori zon, still enpty.

"He coul d be anywhere," Webster said. "San Francisco's wong, maybe
M nneapolis is wong, too. He could be in Seattle already. O
anywhere. "

"Not Seattle," Reacher said.

He stared forward. Stared on and on. Fear and panic had himby the



throat. He checked his watch again and again. An hour and ten
mnutes. Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. An hour and fifteen
mnutes. He stared at the watch and the enpty ribbon below. Then he
sat back and went quiet. Chilled with terror. He had hung on as |ong
as he could, but they had reached the point where the math went absurd.
To be this far south w thout passing him Stevie would need to be
driving at a hundred mles an hour. O a hundred and twenty. O a
hundred and fifty. He glanced at the others and spoke in a voice which
didn't sound like his own.

"I blewit," he said. "It must have been M nneapolis."

Then the thunp of the engines faded and for the second tine that day

t he huge bass roar of the bonb cane back. He kept his eyes wi de open
so he wouldn't have to see it, but he saw it anyway. Not Marines this
time, not hard men canped out in the heat to do a job, but soft people,
worren and children, small and smaller, canped out in a city park to
wat ch fireworks, vaporizing and bursting into a hazy pink dew like his
friends had done thirteen years before. The bone fragnents com ng out
of children and hissing away through the burning air and hitting other
children a hundred yards farther on. Hitting themand tearing through
their soft guts like shrapnel and putting the |uckiest ones in the
hospital for a whol e agoni zing year

They were all staring at him He realized tears were rolling down his
cheeks and splashing onto his shirt.

"I"'msorry," he said.

They | ooked away.

"I got calls to make," Webster said. "Wy is it M nneapolis now? Wy
was it ever San Francisco?"
"Federal Reserve branches," Reacher said quietly. There are twelve of
them The nearest two to Montana are San Franci sco and M nneapolis.
Borken hated the Fed. He thought it was the main instrunent of the
wor |l d government. He thought it was a big conspiracy to elininate the
mddl e classes. It was his special theory. He said it put himahead
in his understanding. And he believed the Fed ordered his father's
bank to finagle the old guy into taking a | oan so they could
deliberately default himlater."

"So Borken's attacking the Fed?" Johnson asked urgently.

Reacher nodded.
Twin blows," he said. "In the war against the world government. Attack
the old systemwith a surprise nove, |like Pearl Harbor. At the sane
time as setting up a brand-new system for converts to flock to. One
bird with two stones.”

He stopped talking. Too tired to continue. Too dispirited. Garber
was staring at him Real pain in his face. The beating of the engines
was so loud it sounded like total silence.

The Decl aration of |Independence was only half of it," MGath said
"Doubl e decoy. W were supposed to be focused up there, worried about
Hol Iy, worried about a suicide pact, going crazy, while they bonbed the
Fed behind our backs. | figured San Franci sco because of Kendall



renmenmber? | figured Borken would target the nearest branch to where
his old man's farmwas."

Webst er nodded.

"Hell of a plan," he said. "Holiday weekend, agents on |eave, big
strategi c decisions to make, everybody | ooking in the wong place. Then
t he whol e world | ooking at the bonbing while Borken secures his
territory back up there.”

"Where is the Fed in M nneapolis?" Johnson asked urgently.

Webst er shrugged vaguel y.

"No idea," he said. "Il've never been to Mnneapolis. | inmagine it's a
bi g public building, probably in a nice spot, parks all around, naybe
on the river or sonething. There's a river in Mnneapolis, right?"
Hol | y nodded.

"It's called the M ssissippi," she said.
"No, " Reacher said.
"It damm well is," Holly said. "Everybody knows that."

"No," Reacher said again. "It's not Mnneapolis. It's San
Franci sco. "

"M ssi ssi ppi goes nowhere near San Francisco,"” Holly said.

Then she saw a giant snmile spreading across Reacher's face. A fina
gleamof triunph in his tired eyes.

"What ?" she sai d.

"San Francisco was right," he said.
Webster grunted in irritation.
"We'd have passed himalready," he said. "MIles back."
Reacher thunbed his mke. Shouted up to the pilot.
Turn back," he said. "A big wide |oop."

Then he smiled again. Smiled and cl osed his eyes.

"We did pass him" he said. "MIles back. Right over his dam head.
They painted the truck green.”

The Ni ght Hawk swung away into a hi gh banked | oop. The passengers
swung their gaze fromw ndow to wi ndow as the | andscape rotated
bel ow.

There was paint in the nmotor pool," Reacher said. "I tripped over the
cans. Probably canoufl age base coat They slapped it on this norning.
Dam stuff is probably still wet."

They saw a Kenworth they had passed nminutes ago. It was snuffling



al ong a thousand feet below. Then a long stretch of enpty pavenent.
Then a white pickup. Mre enpty road. Then a dark-green panel truck,
speedi ng sout h.

"Down, down," Reacher was calling through

"I's that it?" MG ath asked.

The gap between the panel truck and the pickup in front was

| engt hening. The truck was falling back. There was nothing behind it,
all the way to the horizon. The N ght Hawk was | osing height. It was
droppi ng toward the truck the way an eagl e heads for a baby rabbit.
"Is that it?" MGath asked again.

That's it," Reacher said.

"It sure is," Holly whooped.

"You positive?' MG ath asked.

"Look at the roof!"™ Holly told him

MG ath | ooked. The roof was streaked w th dark-green paint, but he
could see it was peppered with tiny holes. Like somebody had fired a

shotgun right through it.

"W stared at those dam holes for two whole days," Holly said. "I'lI
renenmber themthe rest of nmy life."

There are a hundred and thirteen of them" Reacher said. "I counted.
It's a prime nunber.”

Hol Iy | aughed and | eaned over. Smacked a joyous high five with him
That's our truck," she said. "No doubt about it."

"Can you see the driver?" MG ath asked.

The pilot tilted down and rocked si deways for a cl ose | ook.

"It's Stevie," Holly shouted back. "For sure. W've got him"

Thi s thing got weapons?" Wbster asked.

Two big machine guns,"” the pilot called through. "But |I'mnot going to
use them That | can't do. Mlitary can't get involved in | aw
enforcenent.”

"Can you fly this thing straight and | evel ?* Reacher asked him "Fifty
mles an hour? Maybe sixty? Wthout asking too many questions?"

The pilot |aughed. 1t cane through the headsets tinny and distorted.

"I can fly this thing any old way you want nme to," he said. "Wth the
general 's pernission, of course.”

Johnson nodded cautiously. Reacher |eaned down and picked the Barrett
up off the floor. Unfastened his harness and stood up into a crouch.
Waved to Holly to change seats with him She crawl ed across in front



of McGrath and Reacher eased into her place. He could feel the N ght

Hawk sl owi ng and dropping in the air. He put sone length into Holly's
harness and fastened it |oosely around his waist. Stretched back for

t he door release. Tugged at the handle and the door slid back on its

runners.

Then there was a gale of air comng in as the slipstream how ed through
the opening and the aircraft was turning hal f-sideways, sliding through
the air like a car skids through snow The green truck was bel ow and
behi nd, maybe two hundred feet down. The pilot was stabilizing his
speed until he matched the truck's progress and tilting the aircraft so
that Reacher's eye line was pointing strai ght down at the road.

"How s this?" the pilot asked.
Reacher thunbed his m ke button
"Dead on," he said. "Anything up ahead?"

"One vehicle comng north," the co-pilot said. "Wen that's through
you got nothing at all for ten nmiles."

"Anyt hi ng behi nd?" Reacher asked. He saw the northbound vehicle
streak by bel ow

MG ath stuck his head out into the gale. Ducked back in and nodded.
"Cl ear behind," he said.

Reacher raised the Barrett to his shoulder. Put a round in the breech
Shooting at a noving vehicle from anot her noving vehicle is not a great
reci pe for accuracy, but he was | ooking at a distance of |ess than
seventy yards and a target about twenty feet |ong and seven feet wide,
so he wasn't worrying about it. He put the crosshairs on a point
two-thirds of the way down the Iength of the roof. He figured the
forward novenent of the truck and the backward novenent of the air

m ght put the bullet dead center through the |oad conmpartnment. He
wonder ed vaguely whether the three-foot mattress was still in there.

Aftfi

"Wait," Webster shouted. "Wat if you're wong? Wat if it's enpty?
You're only guessing, right? This whole thing is guesswork. W need
proof, Reacher. W need sone kind of corroboration here."

Reacher didn't glance back. Kept his eye on the scope.

"Bull shit," he said, quietly, concentrating. This is going to be al
the corroborati on we need."

Webst er grabbed his arm

"You can't do this," he said. "You could be killing an innocent

man. "

"Bull shit," Reacher said again. "If he's an innocent man, | won't be
killing him wll [I?"

He shook Webster's hand off his arm Turned to face him



Thi nk about it, Wbster," he said. "Relax. Be logical. The proof

cones after | shoot, right? If he's hauling a bonmb, we'll know al
about it. If he's hauling fresh air, nothing bad will happen to him
He' Il just get another hole in his dam truck. Nunmber one hundred and
fourteen.”

He turned back to the door. Raised the rifle again. Acquired the
target. Qut of sheer habit, he waited for his breath to be out and his
heart to be between beats. Then he pulled the trigger. It took a

t housandth of a second for the sound of the shot to hit his ear, and
seventy times as long as that for the big heavy bullet to hit the
truck. Nothing happened for a second. Then the truck ceased to exist.
It was suddenly a blinding fireball rolling down the highway |ike a hot
white tunbl eweed. A gigantic concussion ring blasted outward. The
hel i copter was hit by a violent shock-wave and tossed sideways and five
hundred feet higher in the air. The pilot caught it at the top and

sl ewed back. Steadied it in the air and swng around. Dropped the
nose. There was nothing to see on the highway except a roiling cloud
of thin snoke slowing into a teardrop shape three hundred yards | ong.
No debris, no netal, no hurtling wheels, no clattering w eckage.
Not hi ng at all except nicroscopic invisible particles of vapor
accelerating into the atnmosphere way faster than the speed of sound.

The pilot stuck around at a hover for a long nmonent and then drifted
east. Put his craft gently down on the scrub, a hundred yards fromthe
shoul der. Shut the engines down. Reacher sat in the deafening silence
and undi pped his belt. Laid the Barrett on the floor and vaulted out

t hrough the open door. Walked slowy toward the hi ghway.

A ton of dynamite. A whole ton. A hell of a bang. There was not hi ng
left at all. He guessed there were flattened grasses for a half-mle
all around but that was it. The terrible energy of the explosion had
bl asted outward and nmet absolutely nothing at all in its path. Nothing
soft, nothing vulnerable. It had blasted outward and then weakened and
slowed and died to a puff of breeze niles away and it had hurt nothing.
Nothing at all. He stood in the silence and closed his eyes.

Then he heard footsteps behind him It was Holly. He heard her good
leg alternating with her bad leg. A long stride, then a shuffle. He
opened his eyes and | ooked at the road. She wal ked around in front of
hi m and stopped. Laid her head on his chest and put her arns around
him Squeezed himtight and held on. He raised his hand to her head
and snoot hed her hair behind her ear, |ike he had seen her do.

"Al done," she said.

"Cet a problem solve a problem" he said. That's my rule.”

She was quiet for a long tine.

"I wsh it was always that easy," she said.

The way she said it, after the delay, it was |like a | ong speech. Like
a closely reasoned argunent. He pretended not to know whi ch probl em
she was tal ki ng about .

"Your father?" he said. "You re way, way out of his shadow now. "

She shook her head agai nst his chest.



"l don't know," she said.
"Believe it," he said. That thing you did for ne on the parade ground
was the smartest, cool est, bravest thing | ever saw anybody do, man or
worman, young or old. Better than anything | ever did. Better than
anyt hing your old man ever did. He'd give his front-teeth for guts
like that. So would I. You're way out of anybody's shadow now, Holly.
Believe it."

"I thought | was," she said. "I felt likeit. 1| really did. For a
while. But then when | saw himagain, | felt just the same as | always
did. | called himDad."

"He is your dad," Reacher said.

"I know," she replied. That's the problem™

He was quiet for a |ong nmonent.

"So change your nane," he said. That might do it."
He coul d feel her holding her breath.

"I's that a proposal ?* she asked.

"It's a suggestion," he said.
"You think Holly Reacher sounds good?" she asked.

H's turn to stay quiet for along time. His turn to catch his breath.
And, finally, his turn to talk about the real problem

"It sounds wonderful,"’
better."

' he said. "But |I guess Holly McG ath sounds

She nmade no reply.

"He's the lucky guy, right?" he said.

She nodded. A small notion of her head agai nst his chest
"So tell him" he said.

She shrugged in his arns.

"I can't," she said. "I'mnervous."

"Don't be," he said. "He night have sonething simlar to tell you."
She | ooked up. He squinted down at her

"You think so?" she asked.

"You' re nervous, he's nervous," Reacher said. "Sonebody should say
something. 1'mnot about to do it for either of you."

She squeezed hi m harder. Then she stretched up and kissed him Hard
and | ong on the nout h.

Thank you," she said.



"For what?" he asked.

"For understanding," she said.

He shrugged. It wasn't the end of the world. Just felt like it
"Com ng?" she asked

He shook his head.

"No, " he said.

She left himon the shoul der of US 93, right there in Idaho. He

wat ched her all the way back to the Night Hawk. Watched her clinb the
short | adder. She paused and turned. Looked back at him Then she
ducked up and in. The door closed. The rotor thunped. He knew he
woul d never see her again. H's clothes tore at him and the dust
swirled all around himas the helicopter took off. He waved it away.
Watched it until it was lost to sight. Then he took a deep breath and
| ooked |l eft and right along the enpty hi ghway. Friday, the Fourth of
July. I ndependence Day.

Saturday the fifth and Sunday the sixth, Yorke County was seal ed oft
and secret army units were nmoving in and out around the clock. Air
artillery squads recovered the mssile unit. They took it south in
four Chinooks. Quartermasters went in and recovered all the ordnance
they could find. They collected enough for a snmall war.

Medi cal corpsnen renoved the bodies. They found the twenty nmen from
the missile unit in the cave. They found the skel etons Reacher had
craw ed through. They found five nutilated bodies in another cave.
Dressed |i ke workmen. Like builders or carpenters. They took Fow er
out of the conmmand hut and Borken fromthe road in front of the
courthouse. They brought M| osevic down fromthe nountain bow and
Brogan out of the snmall clearing west of the Bastion. They found
Jackson's rough grave in the forest and dug himup. They |laid eighteen
dead mlitianen and one dead wonan side by side on the rifle range and
hel i coptered t hem away.

One of Garber's military investigators flewin alone and took the hard
di sk out of the financial conputer and put it on a chopper for
transport to Chicago. Engineers noved in and dynamted the nine
entrances. Sappers noved into the Bastion and di sabl ed the water
supply and tore down the power lines. They set fire to the huts and
wat ched as they burned. Late Sunday night, when the |ast of the snoke
was rising, they marched back to their choppers and lifted away

sout h.

Early Monday norning, Harland Webster was back in the oft-white parlor
i nside the Wiite House. Ruth Rosen was smiling at himand asking how
hi s holiday weekend had been. He was smiling back at her and saying
nothing. An hour later, the norning sun was rolling west to Chicago
and three agents were arresting Brogan's girlfriend. They grilled her
for thirty mnutes and advi sed her to get out of town, |eaving behind
anyt hi ng he had ever bought her. Then the sane agents took Ml osevic's
brand new Ford Expl orer out of the Federal Building s parking | ot and
drove it five mles south. They left it on a quiet street, doors

unl ocked, keys in. By the tine it had been stolen, Holly Johnson was
arriving at the knee clinic for an early appointnent. An hour after



that, she was back at her desk. Before lunch, the m ssing noney from
t he bearer-bond robbery was followi ng a route of her own choosi ng out
of the Caymans. Six o'clock Monday eveni ng she was home and packi ng.
She threw her bags into her car and drove north. Mved into MG ath's
house up in Evanston

Tuesday norning, there were three separate stories on the Nationa
Mlitia Internet. Refugees froman isolated valley in Mntana had
drifted south and west to new settlenments with reports of a recent
wor | d government maneuver. Foreign troops had wi ped out a band of
mlitia heroes. The foreign battalion had been | ed by a French
nmercenary. He had succeeded only because he had used cl assified SD
technol ogy, including satellites and | asers and mcrochips. Journalists
pi cked up on the story and called the Hoover Building. Late Tuesday
evening, in a prepared statenent, an FBI spokesperson denied al

know edge of any such events.

Early Wednesday norning, after five hitched rides and four buses

t hrough seven states, Reacher was finally in Wsconsin. It was where
he had ainmed to be exactly a week before. He liked it there. It
struck himas a fine place to be in July. He stayed until Friday

af t er noon.
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